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-* * * THEN TRY THS5 
PROVEN EASY SYSTEM ON YOUR HAIR 

... Helps Prevent Brittle Ends From Breaking Off! 

HERE IS THRILLING NEW HOPE for millions who want their 
dry,lusterless,unruly, brittle and breaking off hair more lovely 
♦.. longer. The Juelene SYSTEM has helped men and women all 
over the nation to find new happiness and confidence in more 
beautiful, healthy appearing hair. Yes, hair may get longer— 
the scalp and hair condition being otherwise normal — if the 
breaking-off process of dry, brittle ends can be retarded. 
That’s why Juelene is such a natural way to help your hair gain 
its normal beauty. This wonderful SYSTEM helps relieve hair 
dryness that is caused by lack of natural oils. It helps soften 
harsh, brittle ends, thus giving your hair a chance to get longer 
once die breaking-off and the splitting ends have been curbed. 

If your hair is dry, rough and hard to keep neat, try the easy 
Juelene SYSTEM for just 7 days. See if Juelene’s tendency to 
soften harsh, difficult-to-manage hair can help yours to become 
softer, silkier, more lustrous than it has been before—in just one 
shortweek! You may win compliments from both men and 
Women who admire and envy your hair in its new lovely beauty. 


LONGER HAIR 
Dresses Better 
In Latest Styles 


~EST JUELENE 
7 DAYSi 

Thrilling Results or 
MONEY BACK IN FULL! 

That’s all we ask you to do. Just make the 
convincing Juelene testfor7 days and see 
for yourself if your brittle, splitting hair 
can be sof tened.made more sparkling and 
lovely. Your mirrorwill tell you the thrill¬ 
ing results and so will your friends! If you 
aren't absolutely amazed with the glistening 
sheen ... if you aren’t delighted with the ease 
in which you can manage your hair, we will re¬ 
fund every cent of yourmoney. What could be 
fairer? This proves to you how excellent we 
think the results will be! So don’t wait. Mail 
the coupon right now. And like thousands of 
others you may find new beauty, be rightfully 
proud of your hair. You run no risk because 
you have absolute guarantee of delightful 
results or your money back. Send for it now l 

MAIL coupon NOW! 

If you do want longer hair, mail the coupon today. Then test Juelene and 
notice the remarkable difference in the appearance of your hair—lustrous 
and well-dressed. See how nicely it lies in place, how easily it combs. With 
bur positive guarantee £ou can’t lose, and have everything in your favor to 
gain. So make this effort now. Send the Introductory Coupon immediately! 

jUELCO., 1930 Irving Park Road, Dept, A625, Chicago 13, B. 


‘T/toweCotct 

FOR DRY, BRITTLE HAIR 

Dry hair is not only hard to manage but a continual source 
of embarrassment. Why be ashamed of unlovely hair when 
it may be so easy to make it beautiful, sparkling with new 
healthy looks, lovely luster. A women’s hair is one of the 
first things noticed by men — sleek, shining, glamorously 
long hair is always alluring. And men, too, attract admir¬ 
ing attention when their hair lies smooth, thick and neat. 
Try Juelene. See how much more beautiful your hair may 
be in such a short time, after the dry hair condition has been 
relieved. Actually make your hair your “crowning glory’’ I 
This introductory offer gives you an opportune chance to 
prove to yourself that you, too, may have sparkling . ., 
longer hair 1 Be convinced!—Send for your Juelene NOW. 

Make This 7-Day Test 

...SEND NO MONEY! 

JUST MAIL THE CONVENIENT INTRODUCTORY COUPONI 
Upon arrival of Juelene pay Postman $1.00 plus postage. Or if you 
prefer, send a remittance with yourporder—we will pay the post¬ 
age. Then test Juelene. Notice how much more silky and soft your 
hair may be in just seven short days. So take advantage of this 
INTRODUCTORY, GET-ACQUAINTED-OFFER today—NOW. 
and know at last the happiness of possessing really lovelier hair. 
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INTRODUCTORY COUPON... 


! JIJEL COMPANY, Dept! A 625 ! 

B 1930 Irving Park Road, Chicago 13, III. 

Yes, I want easy-to-manage, longer hair. I will try the 
I JUELENE SYSTEM for 7'days. If my mirror doesn’t show 
| satisfactory results, I will ask for my money back. 

QI am enclosing $1.00 
I □ Send C. O. D. plus postage 

l| 
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| ADDRESS.. 
S CITT_ 


ZONE 


—STATE_ 


I J5^)ur Customers Participate in Gifts 


MAKE THIS EASY 
7-DAY TEST... 

FULLY GUARANTEED 



















AMAZING NEW 


GOLD SEAL PC 

PROVIDES f]£l THIS PROTECTION 
j pm ^ mr Mr 

AMONTH 


cash BENEFITS BIG 
ENOUGH To Be WORTHWHILE! 


M BA& SICKNESS, ACCIDENT 
flrlf*' and MATERNITY 

#asp/m//ir MPtAN 

Policy pays "hospitalization benefits’* 
for sickness, accident or maternity, in¬ 
cluding hospital room at rate of $5.00 
per day, operating room, anaesthesia, 
drugs, dressings, laboratory, X-ray, oxy- 

E en tent and other services, even ambu' 
znce service. Total hospital benefits as 
specified to over.. s ... * „ 

The SERVICE LIFE INSURANCE CO. 
493-P l,, » OMAHA 2, NEBRASKA 


CASH foT Almost Every Emergency! 

Now, added millions can afford all-around insurance protection. Here 
is a combination SICKNESS, ACCIDENT &. HOSPITALIZATION 
policy for just a dollar a month that pays in strict accordance with it9 
provisions for ANY and ALL accidents, ALL the common sicknesses* 
even non-confining, illness and minor injuries. It pays disability 
benefits from the very first day. NO waiting period! NO this is not the 
usual "limited” policy. It’s an extra-liberal policy that provides quick 
Cash to replace lost income, pay doctor and hospital bills, for medicines 
‘and other pressing demands for cash that invariably come when, 
sickness or accident strikes. 

POLICY ISSUED By Mail AT BIG SAVINGS! 

NO MEDICAL EXAMINATION! 

Ages 15 to 69. Actual policy sent by mail for 10 Days 
Free Examination. NO cost! NO obligation! NO 
Salesman will call! See this policy and judge for your- 
pelf. It’s the protection you need and should have at 
a price you can afford. Just mail coupon below! But 
do it today. Tomorrow might be too late! 


*6501 


w oervicc Hie mug., vimiiui iicmaaiva 

K SEND without cost or obligation your extra-liberal 
S ••Gold Seal” Sl-A-MONTH Policy for 10 Days' Free 
8 Inspection. 

gj NAME...... 

§ ADDRESS.AGE. 

i CITY...STATE. 

1 BENEFICIARY. 
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BUILDING THIS 
A. M. SIGNAL GENERATOR 

gives you valuable 
experience. Provides 
ampl itude - modulated 
signals for test and 
experiment purposes. 


RADIO SERVICING pays good money for 
foil time work. Many others make $5, $10 a 
week EXTRA fixing Radios in spare time. 


HCQUMNttD Vfll 


Address 


Get Both 


of Radio Parts I Send You 

(Let me send you facts about rich opportunities 
in Radio, See how knowing- Radio can give you 
security, a prosperous future. Send the coupon 
for FREE '64-page book, “Win Rich Rewards in 
Radio. Read how N.R.J. trains you at home. 
Read how you practice building, testing, repair¬ 
ing Radios with SIX BIG KITS of Radio parts 
I send you. . 

Future for Trained Men Is Bright 
In Radio, Television, Electronics 
The Radio Repair Business is booming NOW. 
There is good; money fixing Radios in your spaTe 
time or own full time business. Trained Radio 
Technicians also find wide-open opportunities in 
Police, Aviation, Marine Radio, dn Broadcast¬ 
ing, Radio Manufacturing, Public Address 
Work, eto. Think of the boom coming when 
new Radios can be made! Think Of even 
greater opportunities when Television, FM, Elec¬ 
tronics, can be offered to the public! 

Many Beginners Soon Make $5, $10 
a Week EXTRA in Spare Time 
The day you enroll I start sending EXTRA 
MONEY JOB SHEETS to help you make 
EXTRA money fixing Radios in spare titoe 
while learning. You LEARN Radio principles 
from, my easy-to-grasp Lessons — PRACTICE 
what you learn by building real Radio Circuits 
With Radio parts I send—USB your knowledge 
to make EXTRA money In spare time. 

Mail Coupon for Fred Copy of Lesson 
and 64-Page Illustrated Book 
I will send you FREE) a sample lesson. “Get¬ 
ting Acquainted with Receiver Servicing,“ to 
show you how practical it is to train for Radio 
an spare time. With it I’ll send my 64-page, 
illustrated book, “Win Rich Rewards in Radio." 
Just mail coupon, in .an envelope or paste it on 
a penny postal. J. E. Smith, President Dept. 
5JA2, National Radio Institute, PIONEER HOME 
STUDY RADIO SCHOOL, Washington 9, D. C. 


You Build This 
MEASURING INSTRUMENT 

yourself early in the course—-use it 
for practical Radio work o n ne igh- 
borhood Radios to pick up EXTRA 
spare time money! 


You Build This 
SUPERHETERODYNE 
CIRCUIT that brings in 
local and distant stations* 
You get practical experi¬ 
ence putting this set 
fascinating teste. 


through 


Gives hints on Receiver Servic¬ 
ing, Locating Defects, Repair of 
Loudspeaker, I. F. Transformer, 
Gang Tuner, Condenser, etc., 31 
illustrations. Study it—keep it 
— use it — without obligation! 
Mail Coupon NOW for your 
copyl 


64 PACE BOOK 
SAMPLE LESSON 


FREE 


MR. 1 . E. SMITH, President, Dent. 5JA2 
NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE, Washington 9, D.C. 

Mail me FREE, without obligation. Sample Lesson 
and 64-Page book, “Win Rich Rewards In Radio," 
(No Salesman will call. Please write plainly.) 


My Course Includes Training in 
TELEVISION • ELECTRONICS 
FREQUENCY MODULATION 


.State., 
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Get strong! Mould a powerful all-around body dined 
with steel-like muscles. Boast of sinewy larms . 
a crushing grip ... a mighty oliest ... a powerful 
hack and legs that spell ENDURANCE. Yes . . . 
just 15 MINUTES A DAY with this PROGRESSIVE 
COMBINATION will quickly do the trick. Get this 
6-way home gym. NOW . . . start building tomor¬ 
row’s muscles TODAY. Get Herculean strength easily 
at home in spare time with this newly invented 
chest pull and "bar bell combination. 

A Six-Way Progressive 
Muscle Building Set 

This outfit is rightly named a 6-Way Progressive Muscle Building 
Set . . . includes practically all the advantages of a gym in 

your home and in your spare time. In quick time, you will be 
handling the 5 super-power live rubber cables. The Bar-Bell hook¬ 
up permits you to do all kinds of Bar-Bell workouts. There are 
expertly prepared pictures and printed instructions to show you 
Just what to do. All of the following are included: 

1. Bar-Bell Equipment for powerful muscles in every part 
of the body. 

2. The 5-Cable Progressive Chest Builder for building a 
mighty chest and mighty arms. 

3. Patent**! Foot Stirrups and Muscle Co-ordinator for com¬ 
plete body building. 

4. Rowing machine for back and legs. 

5. Grip of Steel for wrist and hand muscles. 

6. Wall Pull for shoulders. 

AU MADE WITH U. S. GOVERNMENT 
RELEASED SURPLUS AIRPLANE CORD. 

Adjustable to strength requirements. Also Included is a 
complete illustrated course of instructions. 

10 Days FREE Trial 

Order the "WHITELY GYM” ... us© 
it for 10 days . . . see how it 
develops you ... if not satis¬ 
fied. return it and your 
$8.98 will foe refunded. 


With your order, wo 
Include a pair of Pat¬ 
ented Foot Stirrups . . . 
important for foot and 
lop dovolopm.ont. 
Permits intensive 
overhead workouts to 
develop mighty torso 
. . . ALSO . . . while 
they last, a copy of 
“HOW TO FIGHT.“ 
Shows shortcuts to art 
of self-defense direct 


Send No Money 

Bign your name to 
coupon. IMjail to us 
today. Pay in ac¬ 
cordance with in¬ 
structions in coupon. 
Act now because sup¬ 
ply is limited. 

MUSCLE POWER CO. 
Dept. 3608 

600 East 134th Street 
New York 64, N. Y. 



MUSCLE POWER CO., Dept. 3608 
500 East 134th Street, New York 54. N. Y. 
Send the “WHITELY GYM** at one* and Include 
my 2 free gift*. 

□ Enclosed And 81.00 deposit. I will pay 
postman balance of 87.08 plus postage. 

O Enclosed And 88.08 In full payment. 

It 1% understood If I am not satisfied I may 
return the “WHITELY GYM” and you Will re¬ 
fund my 88.08. 

I (SERVICEMEN NOTE: Sorry, but shipments can 
only be made In U.S.A. either C.O.D. or pre¬ 
paid. Killing win not permit shipments to 
r.P.O. or A.P.O. Canadian shipments accepted 
cash wUb order In American funds). ^ 


I 

I 
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NAME., 
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Would you give less than 
7c a day for Music Lessons! 






Yes, That’s all it Costs! 

Amazing Print and Picture 
Method Teaches . Thousands to 
Play in Their Own Homes 

T HINK of it! For just about the few pen¬ 
nies you spend for your daily newspa¬ 
pers, YOU CAN LEARN MUSIC! You can 
learn to play your favorite musical instru¬ 
ment. Any instrument—piano, saxophone, vio¬ 
lin, guitar, accordion, etc. What's more, you 
can learn right in your own home, in spare 
time! 

Actually, your music lessons cost less than 
7c a day. And that includes everything —in¬ 
struction, sheet music, personal Advisory 
Service. No extras of any kind, nothing more 
to pay. 

Easy as A-B-C 

No hum-drum scales or exercises, either. You 
start playing real tunes—from the very first 
lesson. YOU LEARN TO PLAY BY PLAYING}. 
Every move is .clearly shown in charts and illus¬ 
trations—with accompanying text to lead you 
easily from one step to another. And what a 
thrill to hear yourself actually playing popular 
songs and classical selections! What a surprise 
for your friends! 

Find out about this easy, money-saving method at 
once. Join the thousands from all walks of life, from 
every corner of the gniiiimniimiiiniiiiiiiiinitninniimiiinitiiiiTminniianiioi't 
gi<obe, who have learned §= 
to play this easy A-B-C = 
way, without a teacher, fa 
Mall coupon "below for g 
illustrated free booklet = 
giving complete informa- = 
tion on how you can 
leam to play any Instru¬ 
ment in your own home. 


kf 

..I_ . .. _ §§ Look at these notes—they are ^ 

Free print and picture == F-A-C-E. Simple, isn't It? fa 

sample included. F. S. S You are already learning to U 
School of Music, 1239 i ™d mu s lc - 11 » easy to play, 

Brunswick Bids- New "1 too. A new invention, the ■ 

York 10, N. Y. '(Forty- il “Note-Finder," locates, each fa 


seventh year. Established H 


| note for you on the keyboard. 


1898.). 


iflllllllllllllilllll!l!l!!liiilllllillllllllllliiilliill!lllllli!lliilllllimii : nl 


Send for Free Print and Picture Sample 


H U. S. School of Music, 1239 Brunsw’k Bldg., Now York 10, N. Y. g 

6 I am interested in music study, particularly in the inatru- », 
n ment cheeked below. Please send me your free illustrated " 
■ booklet, ‘'How to Learn Music at Home,” and Free Print and <* 


S Picture Sample. 
8 Piano 
3 Guitar 
| Hawaiian 
g Guitar 
I 


Violin 
Saxophone 


Piano Accordion 
Plain Accordion 
Trumpet, Cornet 
Reed Organ 
Tenor Banjo 
Ukulele 


Clarinet 

Trombone 

Flute 

Piccolo 

Mandolin 


8 

Modern H 
Elementary ft 
Harmony |j 
Practical 
Finger 
Control 


(Please Print) 


■ f. V- 

I Address .... 

• City... State..... 

I Note!—If under 16 years of age, parent must sign coupon 


Didn’t Dream She Could Learn So Quickly! 


“I PIDN’T dream I could actually learn to play 
I without a teacher. ... I had always heard it 
couldn’t be done. You can imagine my surprise 
when after 3 or 4 weeks I found I could play real 
tunes. Now when. I play people will hardly 
believe that I learned to play so well in so short 
a time. Any person who takes your piano course 
and studies it cannot help but learn to play” 

—*H. C. S., California. 


POUND ACCORDION EASY 

**T’ve always wanted to 
play the piano accordion,” 
writes *H. E. from Can¬ 
ada. “But thought I’d 
never learn it. Then I read 
about your lessons. I 
don’t know how to express 
my satisfaction.” 


AMAZED FRIENDS 

“This course has been 
very interesting. Words 
cannot express how I 
have enjoyed it. My 
friends seem very much 
pleased with my playing; 
they can hardly believe 
I learned without a teach¬ 
er." — *E. G.. Atlanta, 
Georgia. 

Music is the magic 
key to friendship, 
fun, romance. The 
person who can play 
a musical instru¬ 
ment is always sure 
of a welcome. Why 
not let music open 
the door for you to 
a happier. richer 
life? Mail the coupon 
and find out how 
easily and inexpen¬ 
sively you can learn 
at home. 


♦Actual pupils' names on request. Pictures by Professional Models. 


Save 2c—Stick coupon on penny post card. 
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AMAZING! SENSATION £ AGES! 




>What a drink! , . the richest, mellowest wine 

,you've ever tasted. High alcoholic content, yet so 
iidelicate and smooth you'll,kick yourself for what 
.you've been missing all these years in real wine 
•enjoyment . . . and — think of it — at only a few 
.pennies a quart. What a treat for your friends. 
(All you do is follow a centuries' old secret formula 
•Of the Old World Monastery Monks who were truly 
•master wine makers. Without long waiting, you'll 
tiavp a supply of the finest wine ever. No fuss, 
Wo bother. Ingredients can be purchased any- 
.where. Your Government permits you to make 
typ to 200 gallons of wine a year — tax free — 
for your own, use. For easy- detailed directions. 
*impiy iiil in the cdupon, attach $1.00. cash or 
jdbney order, and mail off at once. It will be the 


yest $1.00 investment you ever made. 


I ucueuiir ft me v,w., i/cf.. ■ 

1420 Chestnut St.. Phlla. 2. Pa. 

Please send me the old, proven Monastery B 

I Wine Formula for which I enclose $1.00. 

I 

p Name . | 

Address . | 

^^lity . State."*jjj 
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JlQHl-ORNOPSTJ 

1 Here’s new *mazihg mouth comfort without risking a single cent . enjoy that feeling of 
having your own teeth again. Its efficaciousness • is attested to by hundreds of users who 
enthusiastically praise Crown Plate Reliner . . . you, too, will join this happy army if you will 
just try Crown once. Satisfy your desire for food . . . eat what you want . . i yes, comfortably 
eat foods you hive been deprived of such as steak, corn, apples, etc. Use Crown Plate Reliner 
and again make eating a pleasure. Remember Crown Reliner tightens false teeth j»r_no cost. 
Perfect for partial*, lowers and uppers. 

NOT A POWDER OR PASTE CROWN plate RELINER 'ir*asy~ to 

Don't suffer emh'atrasinfent knd discomfort csusejj by loose denial plate*. Apply CROWN UK LINK 11. In s ilffy 
your Plata fit* like new and slayl that wa/ up tq 4 month*.' No old-fashioned heating to burn your mouth. Just 
squeeze CROWN from tube and put your teeth hark in. They’ll tit as finitely as ever. Inventor Ik s recognized 
authority In dental held. A patent has been applied for CROWN KICKIN'KR to protect you from imitators. After 
you rellne your plate with CROWN? take your false teeth our^ for cleaning without affecting the CROWN 
HKLIN'KK. CROWN KKL1NKR I* guaranteed . . . It's harmless. NOT A I'UWDKIt OR 1'AMTK! DO KM NOT 
ItlTUN OR lllltlTATK. If not salisfled. even after 4 months, return partly used tube for full refund CROWN 
Is a scientific discovery that you use without fuss or Imllier. Just squeeze It out of the tube onto the Plato and 
In a Jiffy your plats will again feel as light and comfortable as it did when It was ne w._ Order,todsy and 
enjoy this new oral comfort right away. ^ 


USERS ^ I 
1 — READ!V_^J 


WHAT USERS 
TELL US _ 

J.'Ciepients of Algonac writes: 
”My plates were so had they 
rattled when I talked. Now I 
can cat steaks, corn on the 
coir.” K. W. W. of Virginia 
WrRes: ”1 have found Crown 
Kellner all you claim for It 
and more.” . . . Many more 
attest to same excellent re¬ 
sults. Rellne, your plates with 
CROWN. It's tasteless. Has 
that natural pink color. Order 
a tube of CROWN RKLINKK 
today . . . enough to last a 
year. 


.HERE'S OUR FREE OFFERS 


'CROWN, offers you a two-way protection for your pliltlTOfilsr'CllONl'M 
RKLINKK and receive rltKK with your order CROWN DKNTAL i’LATK 
CLKANKK. The DKNTAL I’LATK CLKANKlt is easy to use and restore! 
that new frexhnes* to your plates to help keep your mouth clean and germ- 
free. CROWN CLKANKK eliminates without brushing foods that collect lp 
plate corners *aml crevices. Helps protect plates because no brushing is 
necessary and therefore the danger of scratching Is avoided. You will enjoy 
the feeling that your breath is sweet and Is not "false-teelh offensive". Order 
today and get your CROWN CLKANKK PKKK with the CROWN DKNTAL 
I’LATK RKLINKK . . . remember you don't risk a single cent. You must bg 
100',< satislied, or your money back. jl. 

^SEND NO; MONEY; 

Trv it for 4 months and then return^it for 
full refund if not satisfied. Order at once 
we will include FREE with your order a 
of CROWN DENTAL PLATE CLEANER. 
You'll be delighted with both ... and the 
CROWN CLEANER will make your mouth 
feel refreshed. Rush coupon sending name and, 
address. Pay'postman one dollar for combina»j 
tion plus postage, or send cash and we pay 
postage. Act now and enjoy this new happiness.] 

At Your Druggist or Order Direct ~ 


Crown Plostic Co., Dept. 3410 
4358 W. Philadelphia Ave. 
Detroit 4, Mich* 


CROWN PLASTIC CO.. Dept. 3410 
4358 W. Philadelphia Ave.. Detroit 4 . Mich. 

Send your wonderful Crown Dental Plate Relfner and 
Include the FREE Crown Dental Cleaner. I will pay 
postman one dollar plus approximately 24c postage on 
arrival. If I am not satisfied after 4 months, I may 
return partly used tube for full refund. 

(□ I am enclosing one dollar in full payment same 
guarantee.) 

NAME ... 
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SLAYER’S KEEPERS 

By T. W. Ford 

(Author of "Cherchez La Frame-Up" etc.) 
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Complete Mystery Novelet 



When a pmurder plan 
walks out pedectly — be¬ 
ware! 


G LARING at the face opposite 
him, Michael Cheek tossed off 
a drink of cheap whisky and 
cursed in a slow weary voice. “You 
dirty thief, Hoskins! If you don’t 
pay me I’ll get you yet and—” 

The bartender padded down with a 
patronizing smile. “Take it easy 
now, Mr. Mainz ! We don’t allow no 
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12 ★ ★ ★ Crack Detective Stories 


language like that here. You want 
we should have ta put ya out like we 
did Wednesday night, huh?” 

Cheek pushed back his crumpled 
felt hat over ragged, grayish hair and 
grimaced belligerently at his own re¬ 
flection in the bar mirror. Then his 
shoulders slumped with a gesture of 
defeat under the shabby topcoat that 
was a size too big for him. “All right, 
Joe. All right. Gimme another shot. 
And get yourself a cigar, Joe.” He 
detached a quarter from his little pile 
of change and pushed it over appeas- 
ingly. “But that damn Lambert Hos¬ 
kins cheated me once and I swear—” 

“Sure, sure,” agreed the bartender 
with a bored air. “We heard all about 
it, Mainz. Ya only told us it a coupla 
hundred times.” 

“He’s got the money to hire the 
high-priced lawyers, you see. And 
now I can’t afford to go to court no 
more and—” But the barman had al¬ 
ready retired to the other end of the 
counter. He mentioned the name 
'“Mainz” sotto voice and there was a 
guffaw from the hangers-on down 
there. As he brooded over his drink, 
Michael Cheek seemed not to hear. 
At times he muttered incoherently. 
He finally tossed off that one and 
stood staring at the empty glass in 
his lean grubby fingers, lips work¬ 
ing. What he said then was lost in 
the raucous jangle of the number on 
the juke box. 

The weary baritone ended his la¬ 
ment about the amount of rainfall in 
each life with a final groan, then 
there was the sharp clatter of Cheek’s 
dropped glass on the bar counter. 
When they looked around, the little 
man with the beard-stubbled face had 
a fist cocked awkwardly at his own 
reflection in the bar mirror. The 
loungers chuckled: “Old Mainz” was 
off again. But he seemed to come 
out of the fog and fumbled out his 
smelly pipe. 

“Some day he’ll end up in a padded 
cell,” one of the loungers predicted, 
not troubling to keep his voice down 
much. 

“Aw, he’s harmless. For weeks now 
he’s been threatening to do some¬ 


thing to Hoskins, the one up on the 
hill in the old Prentiss place. But 
you notice the rich guy is still going 
’round in good health!” There was 
another chorus of guffaws in the 
dingy small-town place. 

Cheek pushed a hand in a pants 
pocket, after counting his change on 
the bar, as if to get it up for another 
drink. And he was drawing out the 
hand from his left pocket with a 
chunky roll of tens and twenties be¬ 
fore he realized his mistake. As 
“Old Mainz” in this little town of 
Elwort, he wasn’t supposed to have 
more than a small weekly income. In 
his right pocket he kept a few soiled 
singles for exhibition purposes. 

J AMMING the bankroll back, his 
suddenly sharpened black eyes 
stabbed upward. There was only a 
couple on his left, a young fellow in 
the flashy clothes and a hard- 
mouthed girl, who’d seen. They 
looked away quickly and the girl 
began to talk. But they were out-of- 
towners; he’d seen them pull up in a 
car with Ohio license tags, so he 
didn’t have to worry. 

“ ‘Nother drink, Mr. Mainz?” asked 
Joe, coming along. 

Cheek pursed his lips, then 
dragged out an old-fashioned hunt¬ 
ing-case watch. “Nope! Nope! I’m 
going up to see that Lambert Hos¬ 
kins thief, right now. And this 
time,” he thumped the bar to accentu¬ 
ate it, “I’m going to get some action! 
You’ll see!” 

Yanking down his hat, he shuffled 
out. He stood a moment indecisively 
on the sidewalk of the country town, 
rubbing his gloveless hands in the 
raw Spring day, looking around 
vaguely as if he weren’t sure of his 
surroundings. He knew they were 
watching him from inside. He 
started hesitantly southward, head 
down as he carefully moved his 
shineless shoes around a puddle, and 
bumped into Gregory, proprietor of 
the town’s sole restaurant. Cheek 
occasionally stopped in there for a 
meager meal, laboriously totalling his 
check for minutes; more than once 
he had given the proprietor a tin ear 
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as he whiningly related in redundant 
detail his vague story of how Lam¬ 
bert Hoskins, the wealthy man up on 
the hill, had mulcted him in some 
business deal in the dim past. 

“Oh, hello, hello, Mr. Gregory.” 
Cheek pulled himself erect with the 
conscious movements of a little, 
spent man about to assert himself. 
“Say, you know where I’m going? 
I’m going to see Hoskins! And I’m 
going to read him the riot act! Yes- 
sir. I’m going to tell him—” 

The tall spare Gregory nodded 
with a knowing smile. “Yes, yes. 
Well, good luck, Mainz! I’ll see 
you—” He tried to get by. 

But Michael Cheek clutched at his 
lapels as he sidled around to get in¬ 
side him. With his head he indicated 
the tubby figure of Erskine Fennel, 
the local banker, going along the 
other side of the street. Cheek 
smiled weakly. 

“Don’t want him to see me. . . .1— 
I—well, I’m a little behind on my 
rent. And—say, Mr. Gregory, may¬ 
be you could spare a—” 

“Sorry. Not today,” snapped Greg¬ 
ory recoiling from the whiskyish 
breath. “I’m in a hurry right now, 
Mainz. G’day.” He strode off. 

Cheek’s shoulders slumped and he 
went plodding or. down to the corner, 
the mould of his face typical of a 
beaten man. But he was laughing 
inside: That spontaneous idea of try¬ 
ing to put the bite on Gregory for a 
loan was the final touch to complete 
his background for murder that he 
was building. 

The sedan with Ohio license tags 
drew up abreast him to await the 
traffic light change. Cheek saw that 
the flashy guy and the girl were 
studying him furtively. His lips 
thinned as he recalled how they’d 
s§en his roll. They’d better not get 
any crazy ideas though. He was an 
expert with the Police positive in 
the shoulder rig strapped under his 
suit coat. . . . 

T WO BLOCKS down, the side 
street curved away from the 
sluggish tide water stream. A rut- 
cut dirt; lane branched off from it 


there. Cheek picked his way up it 
over damp leaves, allowing himself to 
reel slightly as he passed the house 
where the widow lived. With satis¬ 
faction he saw a curtain at a front 
window twitch. Then he was at the 
head of the lane and turning into the 
drive beside the old boarded-up man¬ 
sion. Heavy, unpruned shrubbery 
quickly hid him from sight of any¬ 
body along the lane and he swung 
into a quick aggressive stride. 

A hundred odd feet back he turned 
up the steps of the little paint-peel¬ 
ing cottage on the rear grounds of 
the place. It was redolent of dust 
and staleness inside, a veritable 
mare’s nest of old furniture with yel¬ 
lowed anti-macassars, knick-knacks 
and jumpled bric-a-brac. Normally 
Mike Cheek would have raised holy 
Cain if he’d had to spend a night in 
such a hole; now he smiled around 
at it with satisfaction. It couldn’t 
have been a better layout if he had 
designed it himself. 

In the kitchen he poured himself a 
half tumbler of whisky and downed 
it in a swallow, then poured another 
dose. Eyeing it he laughed out loud. 
So the widow had seen him stumble 
coming up the lane. Soon the party 
wires of the phone line would be 
buzzing with the gossip that “Old 
Mainz” had come home half-drunk 
again. Which was one hell of a good 
joke: nobody had ever seen Mike 
Cheek drunk. They said he had a 
hollow leg. He could stand the night 
at a bar pouring them down. The 
only effect it had was to make his 
eyes contract to pinpoints, outward¬ 
ly; inwardly it gave him a brittle, 
ruthless coldness. 

He took the second slug of rye up 
to the bathroom and went to work 
with an electric razor. Coming back 
downstairs he redonned the shabby 
topcoat, deliberately selected a size 
too large to add to his sloppy feeble 
appearance. Then he went out to the 
garage, an old barn, at the end of the 
driveway twenty feet from his cot¬ 
tage. As he piled the starter of the 
dingy second-hand sedan, registered 
under the name of “Lester Mainz,” 
he smi,led with satisfaction again. 
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A S A ONE-TIME barn, the place 
had full-sized doors both at 
back and front. From the rear, under 
a tunnel of elms, a track led off over 
the side of the hill and joined with 
a little-used dirt back-road in a hol¬ 
low. Some miles beyond town, the 
dirt road connected with the state 
highway. All of which meant he 
could depart unnoticed, particularly 
at night and return in equal secrecy. 
All he had to do was leave a couple 
of lights burning behind his drawn 
shades and a curious passer-by would 
take it for granted he was in. 

Now he backed the car out and 
went down the lane, turning onto the 
river road. Two miles further on, he 
stopped and got some gas at the sta¬ 
tion at the intersection of the State 
highway. Again he did some brag¬ 
ging about how he was going up to 
have a showdown with Lambert Hos¬ 
kins. 

“Okay, Pop,” the attendant kidded 
him along. “Leave him in one piece, 
though.” He knew “Old Mainz’ ” tale 
of woe too. “Say, here’s a tip for you 
if you’re coming along here at night. 
That lousy county motor-cop is hang¬ 
ing around waiting to catch drivers 
jumping the traffic light here after 
dark. Okay.” 

Cheek crossed the highway and 
moved up the climbing cobblestone- 
and-macadam road that led to Hos¬ 
kins’ country place, whistling as he 
drove. He had tucked that last bit 
of information into one of the files 
of his orderly trap-sharp mind. 
Everything was going his way. 

The place Lambert Hoskins had 
purchased up here in the sticks, since 
retiring from business, was a small 
rundown estate on the side of a low 
slope—a good mile-and-a-half from 
the nearest neighbor. Just before he 
turned up the ragged grass-grown 
drive to the fieldstone and clapboard 
house, Cheek stopped. Lifting off 
the wig of ragged gray hair, he de¬ 
posited it in a door pocket. Then he 
carefully combed his precisely parted 
sleek brown hair that looked as if it 
were enameled on, shrugged out of 
the sleazy topcoat and pulled away 


the soiled scarf to bare a stiff- 
bosomed, blue-hued shirt with an ex¬ 
pensive flowered necktie. He ran an 
appreciative hand along his lean 
smooth jaw, whiffing the aroma of 
his after-shave lotion. 

Then he drove up to the place. 
When he got out in his steel-gray, 
double-breasted suit to skip lightly 
up the steps, he had become a trim 
compact man of medium size, sharp 
and alert. He slapped a pair of pig 
gloves impatiently against a hand as 
he waited an answer to the old-fash¬ 
ioned pull-bell. There was a hint of 
caged strength in his quick decisive 
movements. 

CHAPTER II 

T HE DOOR swung open to re¬ 
veal the willowy form of Mar¬ 
ta Proctor, Hoskins’ young 
brunette secretary. Cheek gave her 
a familiar wink, but his voice was 
impersonal and a little bit harsh 
when he snapped, “Hoskins in?. . . . 
Sure, I know he is. But maybe he’s 
afraid to see me, eh?” 

She raised a carefully plucked eye¬ 
brow that gave her gray-blue pupils 
a slightly Oriental look, but the dark¬ 
ly carmined lips of her pale oval of a 
face flashed a quick smile. The 
frigidity of her voice would have 
fooled any eavesdropper though. 

"Mister Hoskins isn’t in the habit 
of dodging callers, Mr. Cheek. . . . 
You may come in.” Leaving him in 
the high-ceiled wainscoated hall, she 
went back to the closed door of the 
library with her unhurried stately 
stride, disappeared within. 

From the rear Cheek followed the 
undulations of her body with satis¬ 
faction. He always did prefer them 
long in the thigh like that, and this 
dame had class in the bargain. She 
wasn’t any ordinary piece of fluff 
grabbing at a quick make. She had 
brains—and poise; and that last 
meant plenty on a job like this. 

She emerged, closing the library 
door beind her after clearly remark¬ 
ing, “Mr. Hoskins will see you in a 
few minutes, Mr. Cheek.” With a 
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flashing look round, she came down 
the hall to him. 

“That damn buzzard’s going to 
make me cool my heels, eh. . . .Hello, 
honey.” He started to swing an arm 
around her but she evaded him with 
her supple body, whispering “the 
housekeeper.” Cheek’s lean face 
twisted into a weasel-like smile. “The 
old hag’s practically stone deaf. 
Come on—” 

“But she might be around, Mike. 
Why risk anything now?” 

He scowled briefly, then nodded. 
“You mean you’ve got it? The com¬ 
bination to his safe?” 

“Didn’t I tell you I’d get it?” She 
looked down at him, cold face as im¬ 
passive as ever. “Here.” She passed 
him a small folded slip which he 
pocketed quickly. 

Mentally he remembered that when 
the job was done and they were out 
of it and away together, he must get 
some of that new brand of elevator 
shoes. The kind that were said to 
raise your height without anybody 
detecting the means. He didn’t like 
having to point his sharp chin up 
to look at a woman. 

Marta suddenly turned. She was 
halfway up the flight of stairs from 
the hall when the library door opened 
and the burly Hoskins stuck out his 
iron-gray head and barked, “All 
right, Cheek!” 

^IH&ON’T know what you waste 
-fesi* your time driving all the 
way up here from the city for, 
Cheek,” Lambert Hoskins snorted, 
lounging on the corner of his desk 
as Cheek walked in. “Close the 
door!” 

Cheek slammed it. “Don’t order 
me around like a damn servant, Hos¬ 
kins!” Cheek flared back. “I’m just 
the guy who’s got your big red neck 
between my hands. Don’t forget—” 

Hoskins chuckled derisively as he 
selected a Havana cigar from a ham¬ 
mered metal case. He was a large 
thick-chested man, impressive with 
his leonine head and mane of wavy 
hair. He was the personification of 
the tycoon type the more expensive 


business journals liked to feature on 
their covers. Muscular power radi¬ 
ated from every inch of his body 
garbed in the carefully-tailored loose 
tweeds. 

“Forget that the day you try to 
choke that neck you are putting your 
own in a noose, Cheek?” he came 
back, raking the smaller man with his 
bulbous blue eyes. 

“There’s such a thing as turning 
State’s evidence.” 

“Oh, bosh! You’re rep is too 
smelly to begin with. Try that one 
and I’ll swear you helped me do the 
job. That’ll put you away for life, 
Cheek, and—” 

Cheek smiled sleekly. “Life is 
one hell of a lot better than the hot 
squat. I mean, the chair, Hoskins.” 

Hoskins picked up a desk lighter 
and put it to the tip of his cigar. 
“You couldn’t take a life term, a little 
rat like you, Cheek! You’d crack. 
You’ve got to have the flash of the 
bright lights and a smooth dame on 
your arm so you can impress people. 
Y’know it.” 

Cheek strode to the other side of 
the big desk by the side wall of the 
library. He made a sharp sweeping 
motion with the side of his hand, 
knife-fashion. “Let’s cut the hot jive, 
Hoskins. I want money. Plenty.” 

“I paid you off once. That’s all 
you get.” He let the bulbous eyes 
drift down Cheek’s deliberately un¬ 
pressed suit, down to the unshined 
none-too-new shoes. Then he turned 
to glance through the window at the 
second-hand sedan in the drive. 
“Say, you’re broke, aren’t you, 
Cheek? Probably in a financial jam, 
too. . . .Did that detective agency 
give you the bounce?” He smiled at 
the thought. “You look down at the 
heels, positively down at the heels.” 

Mike Cheek’s pale hand went up 
to message the lapel of his coat, just 
inside from the heater in the shoul¬ 
der rig. But now wasn’t the time. 
He said calmly though his lips had a 
vulpine curl, “Look, Hoskins. I can 
spill. I get twenty five grand—or I 
do spill. And when I do—” 

Plucking the cigar from his mouth, 
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Hoskins looked for a moment as if 
he would spit in Cheek’s small face. 
Instead he said, “You—haven’t—got 
—the—nerve!” 

“This is your last chance, Hos¬ 
kins.” And Cheek alone knew how 
he meant that. 

T HE BIG man had started to walk 
down the room. He whirled at 
that, heavy shoulders hunching. “Get 
the hell outa here, Cheek! And if I 
break every damn bone in your body! 
You—” He broke off as the door 
at the other end of the room opened 
to admit the aged housekeeper with 
a bottle of brandy and a seltzer 
siphon on a tray. 

For that moment alone Mike Cheek 
wished that housekeeper wasn’t deaf. 
It would have been a clinching piece 
of evidence for this case, this back¬ 
ground for murder, he was building. 
He turned on his heel and went out, 
slamming his car down the drive just 
in case a passer-by might remember 
seeing him afterward. A few yards 
down from the gate at the road, he 
drew up again. With a grimace of 
distaste, he pulled on the wig of gray 
and redonned the seedy-looking top¬ 
coat. Then, after carefully checking 
the straight stretch of road in each 
direction, he tapped the horn button 
twice. Counted to five and gave it 
another double tap. Marta stepped 
from behind a boulder up among the 
trees and slipped down to the side of 
the car. 

“What did he say, Mike?” 

“Same as ever: not another cent. 
Which is all right with me. He—” 
Cheek’s eyes hardened, contracting 
as they ran slowly over her mouton 
beaver swagger coat. “That’s new.” 

“Nice of you to notice. . . .Mr. Hos¬ 
kins is a very appreciative employ¬ 
er.” But her bland mask dropped 
and she reached through the car win¬ 
dow to grasp Cheek’s arm as anger 
jerked his suddenly paled lips. 
“Don’t be a stupid ass, Mike. If the 
old fool wants to shell out, let him. 
It’s just one you won’t have to buy!” 

“I still don’t like it. You—” His 
voice was ugly. 


“Keep your head! Now, when do 
we do it? Tonight?” 

He plucked the cigaret from her 
hand, sucking on it hard, and shook 
his head. “I want to build up the 
picture a little more. Not tonight. 

. . .Maybe tomorrow night, I think. 
I’ll phone tomorrow afternoon. 
What’s the best time to figure on 
him being out?” 

Her eyes lidded. She shrugged. 
“It’ll be all right. Call any time. . . . 
Yes, any time.” She seemed to have 
lost interest. 

Cheek’s nostrils darted cigaret 
smoke impatiently and he shook her 
forearm. “Come outa the daze, 
honey! This is the last lap. We 
don’t wanta get careless now. Tell 
me what time to—” 

S HE PULLED her arm back 
through the window, seeming to 
withdraw behind the shell of her 
glacial poise. “Any time in the aft¬ 
ernoon. I’ll take care of it. He— 
Oh, here comes a car!” She was 
looking down past the rear of the 
sedan. The next moment she had 
turned and run back into the woods. 

Cheek rolled the sedan away un¬ 
hurriedly. Before he hit the State 
highway intersection, he drew up 
again. He balled a hand into a fist, 
studied his face carefully in the rear 
view mirror. A thin trickle of blood 
wormed from the lower lip. Satis¬ 
fied, he moved on. It wasn’t till after 
he had made the crossing that he 
realized no car had come up from the 
rear to pass him back there despite 
the fact he had driven slowly. It 
made him frown baffledly. 

At eight-thirty that evening, he 
shuffled fnto Joe’s bar with a beaten 
sullen look on his face. He avoided 
Joe’s eyes as he ordered a shot. 

. .“Well, Mr. Mainz, did ya tell Hos¬ 
kins off?” Joe asked. 

Cheek growled some oaths, looking 
sheepish. He threw down the whisky, 
then pointed to his swollen lips. 
“Looka that! See? The dirty son— 
All right, Joe. But that dirty thief 
threw me off the place! Imagine 
that? Threw me out himself like I 
was a—a tramp!” 
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He glared around at the guffaw 
from the loafers in the back. “But, 
I’ll fix him good —next time. You’ll 
see. . . .I’ll get even!” 

CHAPTER III 

H OSKINS’ last night alive. It 
amused Mike Cheek to put 
it that way as he sipped rye 
in the musty little cettage back from 
the lane, because he had already de¬ 
cided. Tomorrow night would be the 
night. He had completed the back¬ 
ground for his murder today; tomor¬ 
row there would be just a few routine 
moves, then the big strike. And 
when the heat cooled, it would be a 
sizable chunk of fortune and Marta 
for him—without a chance of ever 
being apprehended either. The cop¬ 
pers couldn’t grab a murderer who 
didn’t exist, and after tomorrow 
night, there would be no more “Mr. 
Mainz.” 

“A masterpiece,” Cheek said softly, 
almost purring with self-satisfaction. 
He leaned back on the ancient sofa 
with the stuffing bulging in worn 
spots. Outside, barrages of wind- 
lashed rain flung themselves at the 
window panes; storm-tossed trees 
rocked and groaned with a gnashing 
of limbs. The house itself creaked 
under the impact of the gale. It was 
a good night to be inside, especially 
with the pleasant thoughts Mike 
Cheek entertained. 

He went back to the very begin¬ 
ning of the thing, some nine months 
ago, when Lambert Hoskins was still 
and officer of Chemical Research In¬ 
stitute, Inc. . .An unimportant mem¬ 
ber of the laboratory staff, a Polish 
refugee recently employed by the 
firm, had been slain in his modest 
two-room apartment. Police had put 
it down to a prowler who had choked 
the victim to death when interrupted 
in his looting. The fact that a couple 
of hundred dollars, kept in a locked 
desk, had been gone made it seem 
logical enough. The FBI was said to 
have made a routine check on the 
circumstances and pronounced them¬ 
selves satisfied. But the firm itself 


had some doubts, and they had hired 
the Paragon Investigation Agency to 
make a check, sub rosa. 

That was where he, Mike Cheek, 
entered the picture. He was the op¬ 
erative Paragon had sent out to the 
Institute. At first it had seemed like 
a routine job, just an assignment on 
which he had to go through the mo¬ 
tions. And then, grabbing a cup of 
java at a lunchroom near the plant, 
he had heard an employee remark 
that Hoskins was the man who had 
brought Waslinski, the murdered 
man, into the company. 

C HEEK had smelled smoke. A 
little more nqsing around, par¬ 
ticularly in a neighborhood barroom 
where the laboratory staff was wont 
to drop in for a quick one, and he 
learned that Waslinski had been ex¬ 
perimenting with a new explosive in¬ 
gredient. Cheek could put two and 
two together. A little shadowing of 
Hoskins showed that the man was a 
skirt-chaser; Cheek had had Marta, 
whom he had used in such capacities 
before, put on the office staff. The 
regular secretary had been given an 
unexpected vacation, and Don Juan 
Hoskins had fallen quickly for Marta 
with her smooth s. a. 

And, during outside-the-office ren¬ 
dezvous, he had let a few things 
drop. There was nothing exactly in¬ 
criminating: just that, Hoskins once 
admitted, he had been up to the late 
Waslinski’s place several times. And 
that the experiments Waslinski had 
been conducting—which he was not 
supposed to have completed—had to 
do with a new type of explosive far 
superior to anything then in use in 
the war effort. Though only usable 
in small projectiles or grenades, the 
new element followed its own detona¬ 
tion with a liquid fire that would re¬ 
duce anything in the immediate area 
to cinders in the space of a few min¬ 
utes. 

There was nothing to prove a crime 
on Hoskins’ part, but Mike Cheek 
always boasted he could smell the 
sweet aroma of homicide at a dis¬ 
tance of two miles, wind or no wind. 
For one thing, the eminently respect- 
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able Lambert Hoskins, whose posi- 
tion was purely business administra¬ 
tive, was too familiar with the details 
of the late Waslinski’s formula. 
Cheek had little real evidence to go 
on, but he knew how to play his 
cards. On the excuse that he had 
unearthed some new evidence about 
Walinski’s death, he made a dinner 
engagement with Hoskins. After 
hinting around that perhaps Hoskins’ 
alibi for his whereabouts the night of 
the killing wasn’t exactly air-tight, 
Cheek claimed to know that the dead 
man had completed his experiments 
on the new explosive ingredient suc¬ 
cessfully. 

“And his formula, according to 
some of his laboratory associates, is 
missing, Mr. Hoskins,” Cheek had 
casually uncorked his payoff punch. 
It was the last time he had ever 
called Hoskins “mister.” “Of course,” 
he had added, “I’d hate to present 
this evidence to the D. A.’s office 
and involve somebody who might 
only appear guilty,” he had added. 

Hoskins had been outbluffed. 
Sooner than “appear” involved, Hos¬ 
kins had paid off to the tune of a 
cool ten grand. Mike Cheek had re¬ 
ported to his office that there was 
nothing on the case that the police 
hadn’t uncovered. 

Then, approximately six months 
later he had stumbled over a little 
item in the paper concerning the 
manufacture of a new explosive for 
war purposes by the famous Dumont 
Corporation. In the press story it 
was stated that the new product had 
been patented by Lamber Hoskins, 
retired officer of Chemical Research 
Institute. Mike Cheek could scent 
murder and money. He had done 
some private probing and learned 
that the retired Hoskins’ royalties on 
his patent were due to run into sev¬ 
eral hundred thousand dollars. 

T HAT had been enough for Mike 
Cheek. He had taken the trail 
like a bloodhound on the spoor. On 
the basis of a doctor’s certificate, he 
had obtained a prolonged leave of 
absence from the agency, after hav¬ 


ing looked up Hoskins in his new 
rural residence. Then he had used 
Marta again. She had contacted Hos¬ 
kins on the excuse of needing a per¬ 
sonal reference for a new position. 
Mike had not under-rated Marta nor 
over-rated Hoskins’ weakness for the 
female of the species. Hoskins had 
employed her as a private secretary, 
and it had only been a matter of 
weeks before Marta had learned that 
Lambert Hoskins, in order to offset 
any suspicion, was converting his 
royalty checks into cash immediately 
and keeping the cash in the house. 

Mike had laughed long and loud 
when he heard that. Lambert, never 
knowing when the finger might be 
put on him, was prepared for a quick 
getaway. “A lead pipe cinch,” was 
the way Cheek had described the 
game after that. 

H E HAD moved into Elwort, es¬ 
tablishing him as “Mr. Mainz” 
as he went through the gestures of a 
routine blackmailing attempt on the 
tough Hoskins. Of course, Hoskins 
didn’t know he was “Mainz” and liv¬ 
ing in the town. Cheek had paid 
regular and repeated visits to his own 
bungalow in the suburbs back in the 
city to maintain the appearance of 
residing there. He was leading a 
double life, creating the fiction of 
“Old Mainz,” the man who had a 
grudge against Hoskins, in Elwort. 
He had never expected Hoskins to 
pay off; the man was too hard- 
headed to be that kind of a fool, 
knowing that if he once came 
through, the bleeding game would 
never stop. Mike Cheek hadn’t 
wanted him to pay off. What the 
hell was a picayune twenty-five 
grand compared to the better than a 
hundred thousand in cash Hoskins 
kept in his house safe? 

Now, the background for murder 
was completed; the stage was set. To¬ 
morrow night, late, he would call on 
Hoskins for a showdown. When he 
left the house on the hill, Lambert 
Hoskins would be dead, apparently 
killed by a marauder. And “Old 
Mainz,” whose threats of vengeance 
had been heard all around town, 
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would disappear from the face of the 
earth. Michael Cheek would be in 
his suburban home, as usual; and 
within a few months, after things had 
cooled off, he and Marta would meet 
somewhere out on the West Coast. . .. 

Cheek laughed out at the simplic¬ 
ity of the thing and adjusted his 
body more comfortably on the sofa. 
There was a sudden lull in the wind 
outside, and he caught a thin singing 
sound. As he slid a hand to the 
Police positive under his coat, he 
galvanized. Then he realized what 
it was, the bulb in the lamp on the 
side table at the head of the sofa. The 
bulb was burning out, due to go dead 
shortly. He’d have to replace it 
and— 

But after tomorrow night, he, “Old 
Mainz,” wouldn’t be there any more. 
No need to worry about a new bulb. 
Again he chuckled as he swigged off 
the last of the rye highball. With a 
sigh of contentment he went back to 
contemplation of the life he would 
live after he had gotten hold of Hos¬ 
kins’ dough. . . . 

CHAPTER IV 

H E MUST have dozed off. 

Without stirring, Cheek 
came alertly awake, every 
sense on guard. Then he caught the 
sound that had galvanized him into 
consciousness. It was the creak of 
stairs under the weight of somebody 
ascending them furtively. Somebody 
was in his house! 

Slipping the heater from the shoul¬ 
der holster, he levered his body off 
the sofa cautiously. All other sound 
for the moment was swallowed in a 
great earth-shaking clap of thunder. 
Then he was moving through the 
archway into the little dining room 
of the cottage. From there he 
stepped into the kitchen and inched 
open the door leading to the back 
stairway. He could feel the hair like 
hackles rising on the back of his 
neck. Some animal-like instinct told 
him that somebody had come to kill 
him, and knowledge made him mad in 
a cold hard way. The idea of some¬ 
body intending to kill him! 


He got to the top of the stairs, 
breathing guardedly. The wind was 
howling again so that it was impos¬ 
sible to hear any other sound. Light¬ 
ning sliced the night outside, quiver¬ 
ing lividiy on the blackness for the 
space of a breath. And in that in¬ 
stant, Cheek saw that his bedroom 
door was open. Saw too, silhouetted 
against the white flash outside the 
window, the burly crouched figure in 
the doorway, facing inward. 

Cheek sprang even as the other, 
seeing he wasn’t in the bed, started 
to turn. At the last instant, the pri¬ 
vate detective decided to beat his man 
down with a blow of the barrel over 
the skull instead of shooting. After 
all, he was the last man who wanted 
to have the county police snooping 
around. The decision was his un¬ 
doing. 

He had to get close to bring down 
the revolver barrel. And just as he 
was chopping down with it, an un¬ 
seen figure struck from the left, from 
over by the head of the front stairs. 
Sensing the blow at the last moment, 
Cheek thrust up a forearm. The sec¬ 
ond person’s gun barrel deflected 
from his arm and caught him a glanc¬ 
ing blow over the side of the skull. 
It sent him spilling sideward, crash¬ 
ing down over a small stand in the 
upper hall—and saved his life. 

For the man just inside the bed¬ 
room had wheeled swiftly. His gun 
spat, the muzzle flash seeming to 
erupt almost in the toppling Cheek’s 
face. But the bullet whipped by, 
fanning his cheek, passing where his 
head had just been. Head ringing, he 
went on over and let himself hit the 
floor, rolling behind a chair, but he 
still gripped his gun and waited, try- 
ing to get his senses cleared. 

He was dimly aware of some whis¬ 
pering, then the stairs began to creak 
again. They were going down them. 
He inched up his head to see a pencil 
torch flash its beam across the down¬ 
stairs hall. Cheek got his hands and 
feet under him, swearing beneath his 
breath. His head pulsed like a thin- 
skinned tortured rubber balloon, but 
though his legs were rubbery, he was 
able to navigate all right. Working 
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his way down the back stairs, he 
made sure the safety was off his gun, 
then pulled open the kitchen door 
and stepped out into the storm-rent 
night. The wind tore at him, jam¬ 
ming his breath back in his throat. 
He got around the back corner of the 
house and into the drive. 

There was another lightning flash, 
prolonged in a quivering night-knif¬ 
ing aftermath. In it Cheek saw the 
pair fleeing up the driveway toward 
the lane, the long gray-trousered legs 
of the slimmer one flying. But the 
burly man, happening to glance back¬ 
ward, spotted Cheek too. As the 
darkness closed in again, the latter 
opened fire once more. 

I T WAS plain blind luck, firing in 
the pitch-black night like that, 
but two of the slugs almost got Mike 
Cheek. One of them snapped off a 
bough on a piece of shrubbery so 
close the severed spray fell against 
Cheek. And the second actually 
nicked the cloth of his coat sleeve 
over the wrist. He threw himself 
sideward and went to his knees be¬ 
hind a stump. 

Seconds ticked off with a fresh 
smash of thunder ricocheting around 
the sky. Again the wind broke off 
momentarily and Cheek heard a car 
start away out in the lane. He got 
down the end of the drive in time to 
see the faintly gleaming body of a 
sedan, lightless, turning onto the 
main road. 

Coldly raging, for a moment he 
speculated on getting out his hack 
and going in pursuit, then realized 
the futility of it. He took a quick 
look around, but no light had gone 
on in any house nor were there any 
signs of anybody having been awak¬ 
ened along the lane. The gunfire 
had been swallowed in the storm. 
Swearing steadily he went back to 
the house and re-emerged with a 
flashlight to look for tracks. 

What footprints there were were 
pretty blurred in the muddied 
ground. Then, down near the lane, 
the beam winked on a red leather 
moc in the rain. He had hardly 


picked it up when he realized at once 
it was too small and narrow for a 
man’s foot. The slim one in the 
slacks must have been a girl. 

Another moment and Mike Cheek 
laughed in the rain as he rubbed his 
throbbing water-dripping head. The 
explanation now was obvious. It was 
the flashy guy and the girl who’d 
seen him showing the roll acciden¬ 
tally in Joe’s place. He patted the 
bankroll; it was still in his trouser 
pocket. Even if they had gotten it, 
he wouldn’t have called in the police; 
he didn’t want them messing around 
at this stage of the game. 

“They had a nerve, though, trying 
to jump me! The crazy half-baked 
kids! Lost their heads and were 
ready to murder for a coupla hun¬ 
dred. . . .Trying to jump me. . . 

Before he found the woman’s moc, 
he had been wondering if Hoskins 
had somehow learned he lived in the 
town, had penetrated his disguise, 
and made an attempt on his life. But 
now he knew better. “Hoskins is 
too smug and dumb to smell any¬ 
thing. . . .” 

H E STAYED in the next day. A 
few minutes after nine that 
evening, he was pushing the sedan 
briskly along the State highway to 
the city. He had glipped the car out 
the back way from the stable, so no¬ 
body would be aware he had left 
town. Humming lightly he mused 
on how wealthy he Would be in a few 
hours. One thing irritated him 
slightly. Marta had been very off¬ 
hand about the whole thing when he 
phoned her that afternoon and told 
her it would be that night. 

He shrugged that off; at 10:12 he 
was sliding the sedan into a berth in 
an uptown parking Iqt in the city. He 
got a cab. When he left it at a mid¬ 
town parking ffeld, the gray wig was 
in his coat pocket. Presenting the 
stub for his regular car, a smart ma¬ 
roon convertible, he headed out for 
his suburban bungalow. His wrist- 
watch, donned after quitting Elwort, 
showed a few minutes short of 11:30 
When he passed the corner of Bramp- 





Slayer's Keepers ★ ★ ★ 21 


ton Road, the street on which his 
modest house stood. A lane running 
between the backyards of adjoining 
streets bisected the block. It gave ac¬ 
cess to the file of galvanized hutches 
that were garages in each identical 
backyard. Heralding himself with 
some lusty horning, he slid the con¬ 
vert into one of the hutches, banged 
the metal doors unnecessarily, and 
went up the brick walk alongside his 
own place. 

Inside, with the shades drawn, he 
lighted all the lamps and turned the 
radio on full blast. He got a bottle 
of rye and half-filled two glasses, 
placing them in full sight on the liv¬ 
ing room table. The next move was 
to get a woman’s cheap fur jacket 
from the closet and sling it over the 
arm of the chair beside the front 
door. He didn’t have long to wait 
till an irate thumb outside held down 
the bell button hard. 

Lighting a second cigaret, Cheek 
placed it in plain sight on the lip of 
an ashtray. V/hen he went to the 
door, he was in shirt sleeves, necktie 
askew, hair rumpled. With hand on 
the knob, he shouted through the din 
of the radio, “Now stay back there in 
the dining room, babe! And no sing¬ 
ing, ya un’erstand?” And then he 
yanked the door open, rocking slight¬ 
ly, with a foolish smirk on his sharp 
face. 

It was Ditmars, the hen-pecked 
two-hundred pounder from next 
door. His horse jaw was poked out 
determinedly. “See here, Cheek! 
You gotta—” He paused to pull his 
overcoat closer about his collarless 
neck as he coughed. “Say, how do 
you expect folks to get any sleep an’ 
—an’—” His watery eyes took in the 
woman’s fur jacket, the cigaret smok¬ 
ing on the tray beside the one Cheek 
fumbled into his mouth, and the two 
glasses of whisky. 

Cheek was all apologies. “Cripes, 
pal, I’m sorry. Just having a little 
party and I didn’t realize—” Stum¬ 
bling a little he hurried over to the 
radio and cut down the volume, then 
gestured none too stealthily to an 
imaginary party in the dining room. 


“Just having a little drink with an 
old friend and—” 

Middle-aged half-bald Ditmars was 
leering with lascivious envy when 
Cheek returned to the door. “Well, 
you know how it is. I had ta do 
something to satisfy the old woman. 
She—” 

“Sure, sure, pal. I—I’d ask you in 
for a shot but my friend—well, she— 
uh—he’s sorta shy.” Cheek winked 
wisely. Ditmar’s returned it in kind 
and went away. Cheek knew it would 
be common gossip on the commuter’s 
train the next morning. 

He sat around slugging down rye 
for about an hour, flaring up the 
radio briefly at intervals. Then he 
got into his coat, left the lights on, 
and slipped out the back way. The 
neighborhood was wrapped in sleep 
as he went down the unlit alleyway 
to the garages like a ghost. 

CHAPTER V 

HEEK didn’t take out the ma¬ 
roon job this time. Walking 
swiftly, he went almost a mile 
up the line to pick up the bus away 
from his home district. Leaving it in 
the next suburban community, he re- 
donned the gray wig in the darkness, 
then went to the local hack stand. 
In a short while he was back in town, 
shifting to another cab, then getting 
the second-hand sedan out of the 
parking lot. It was shortly after 
two A. M. when he swung onto the 
river road outside of Elwort. 

Lights still gleamed from the hall 
and library of Lambert Hoskins’ 
place when he parked down at the 
bottom of the drive. Hoskins, as he 
knew, was a regular night owl. He 
went the rest of the way on foot and 
tugged imperatively on the pull bell. 
It was Hoskins himself who an¬ 
swered, his breath heavily laden with 
whisky as he peered out into the dim¬ 
ness. 

Cheek’s body was like a tight- 
coiled spring, quivering but ready to 
flash into action. He felt very cold 
and possessed as he stood with his 
hands slanted into the pockets of his 
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belted trench coat, one of them 
wrapped around his heater. He fully 
expected a little trouble and was 
ready. 

“Y-you—it’s you—y-you?” Hoskins 
said in a croaking voice. His pro¬ 
truding eyes shuttered, then opened 
and strained as if he couldn’t believe 
what he saw was more than an appa¬ 
rition. “Why, you—h-how did y-you 
get here? I don’t un-understand? 

Cheek laughed soundlessly as he 
walked in, backing the shaken Hos¬ 
kins before him. The latter tried to 
pull himself together, scowling. 
Cheek wondered if he smelled dan¬ 
ger. It made little difference to the 
private detective. Now they were in¬ 
side, he would gun him any time. 

They got down into the library 
where a radio played softly. The 
usually florid Hoskins was strangely 
gray, and he half stumbled as he 
edged to the corner of the desk and 
stemmed an arm on it as if for sup¬ 
port. “What the devil do you mean 
coming here at this hour of the 
night?” he blurted, getting back into 
his old browbeating role. 

“I’m in trouble, Hoskins. Got to 
get out of the city fast. So-o—I’ll 
settle for another ten grand,” Cheek 
said, enjoying the cat-and-mouse 
game with Hoskins. Cheek wondered 
where Marta was. According to 
their plans, she should appear on the 
scene. But nothing could go wrong 
now; he would kill Hoskins, rifle the 
safe, and get out. Marta, giving him 
a twenty minute head start, would 
report to the county police that there 
had been a shooting. She would 
feign hysteria, and due to her in¬ 
coherency, they wouldn’t be able to 
make a move until they had visited 
the house. 

That would give him time to get 
back to the city, abandon the sedan 
on a quiet side street, then get back 
to the bungalow in the suburbs—back 
to the bungalow that nobody would 
know he had ever left, where there 
was evidence that he had been there 
all evening, just in case anything 
should happen. 


H OSKINS was staring at him 
with a peculiar fixity. And 
Mike Cheek was watching him like a 
hawk lest he make a try for a gun in 
the desk. Hoskins said quietly: 

“You’ll get out of town? You’re 
on the lam?” 

Cheek nodded. “Yep. Give me 
ten grand—” 

“First thing in the morning,” Hos¬ 
kins suddenly agreed. “Just as soon 
as I can get to the bank.” He turned 
toward the side table where a bottle 
of brandy and a bottle of seltzer 
stood. 

He had acceded too easily, the 
tough old buzzard. Cheek smelled 
something wrong. He said, “Hos¬ 
kins!”, in a sharp ragged voice. The 
other turned and was looking into 
the muzzle of Cheek’s revolver. 
Cheek started to walk forward. 

“Wait, Cheek! Wait. . . .You don’t 
know. I—I’ll give you twenty-five 
thousand. Something — something’s 
happened. You don’t know. . . .You 
don’t know. . . .” Hoskins was pant¬ 
ing as if he had run up a long high 
hill. 

Once again Cheek laughed shortly. 
He was going to get a damned sight 
more than twenty-five grand. He 
pressured on the trigger, and the 
Police positive was kicking out lead. 
It kicked out two bullets at a four- 
foot distance into Hoskins; both of 
them smashed into his chest. 

The soft music of the radio re- 
emerged as the Crash of the shots 
waned, and Hoskins was crumpled 
over the big leather chair behind the 
desk, his tweed jacket pulled half off 
one shoulder. As cool as ever, Cheek 
was over him for a quick examina¬ 
tion. The man was deader than a 
dried herring. There was a faint 
creek and he spun to see Marta in the 
doorway. 

“Don’t get excited,” he threw at 
her quickly. A few more moves and 
“Old Mainz,” wanted for murder, 
would disappear from the face of the 
earth. Vaguely he noticed that she 
said nothing. 

It didn’t bother him. Putting the 
smoke-drooling gun on the desk, he 
went quickly to the safe in the cor- 
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ner. Dropping down before it, he 
went to work on the dial with hi3 
gloved hands. He didn't need the 
copy of the combination; he had 
memorized it. 

E VERTHING worked to perfec¬ 
tion. In a matter of moments, 
he had it open and was snatching out 
packages of neatly banded bills of 
large denominations. He stacked 
them on a nearby end table. Smiling 
like a cat, he turned to nod at Marta. 
Then he felt himself choking. 

Marta had moved to the desk. She 
was just putting down his revolver 
that she had been handling in a hand¬ 
kerchief, and he saw the little pile of 
shells, removed from the gun, on the 
gleaming surface of the desk. 

“Hey, what the hell is the—” 

Her right hand came up from be¬ 
side her woolen skirt. In it was a 
small automatic. “Leave the money 
right there,” she said in a voice with 
icicles in it. “And don’t try to jump 
me, Mike!” 

“But what the hell is the idea 
of—” He was dumfounded, paralyzed 
with bewilderment as he smelled 
some kind of a double cross. 

“And now get the devil out,” she 
went on without emotion, the gun in 
her hand steady as a rock. “Or I can 
always shoot you as an intruder who 
killed Mr. Hoskins! . . . .I’ll give you 
the head-start we agreed on before I 
summon the police. Get going, Mike.” 

He came forward a few short steps, 
then spat at her. “Why you dirty 
double-crossing tramp! You want to 
grab off all the money for yourself, 
eh? You—” 

She nodded. “And I’m going to.” 
“Why you—” She moved a foot 
as he leaned toward her. Lamplight 
glinted off her shoe. It was a red 
shoe, a moc like the one he had found 
in the drive of his place last night. 
Only this shoe was brand new, a 
pair that had been bought today. 
Slowly light dawned on him. He 
coughed as the fury churned up into 
his throat. “Like hell you will! I’ll 
implicate you! I’ll give myself up 


and name you as an accomplice 
and—” 

She shook her head. “No, you 
won’t! I’d have no motive. Hoskins 
was going to marry me. We got the 
license over at the county seat this 
morning.” 

He made some kind of a sound that 
wasn’t human as he failed to find 
words. She had been playing both 
ends against the middle, he saw. She 
had tipped Hoskins that he had been 
residing in town, masquerading as 
“Mr. Mainz.” She had come with 
Hoskins last night when Hoskins 
tried to kill him to silence him. And 
now, now she planned to get all the 
money without having to marry old 
Hoskins. He heard her ordering him 
to get going again. He saw the icy 
flicker in her eyes and realized she 
would blast him down if forced to. 

“You—you—I’ll—” Then he broke 
off as the music on the radio sudden¬ 
ly broke off. 

N ANNOUNCER came on with 
a special news flash. Auto¬ 
matically he heard himself listening 
to the press statement from one of 
the city papers. “Police have just 
reported a mysterious explosion that 
completely demolished the surburban 
home of Michael Cheek, private in¬ 
vestigator. Following the blast, the 
house was burnt to a crisped cinder 
in a matter of minutes by a type of 
liquid fire that has experts baffled. 
Police officials are already working 
on the basis that it might have been 
the work of foreign agents whom Mr. 
Cheek may have been investigating. 
The private investigator has definite¬ 
ly been ascertained to have been in 
the house at the time, but authorities 
have little hope of finding any slight¬ 
est remains of the body due to the in¬ 
tensity of the blaze that ate up the 
wreckage. . . .We will now return to 
the musical program. . . .” 

Cheek felt himself swaying in his 
tracks. An awful empty silence 
seemed to be shrieking in his ears. 
His senses seemed to be swirling 
downward into some bottomless pit. 
It was Hoskins’ work, he realized. 

(Continued On Page 96) 






THEY’RE BETTER 

OFF DEAR! 

By Seymour Irving Itichin 

(Author of "So Dead The Rose", "Fit To Kill") 

Whoever garroted the Falangist official had to be a tall person — and the 
one tall suspect, Castle knew, couldn't have done it, because . . . 


A LL FOUR of them were 
struggling to look elsewhere, 
anywhere, at anything in the 
hotel suite; it didn’t matter. The ceil¬ 
ing, the neatly kept mahogany desk, 
the lone number 3 glowing on the 
elevator floor indicator—anything at 
all. Anything to cut their attention 
away from the dead man on the floor. 

It was no good. The murdered man, 
his extraordinarily long body spread- 
eagled on the rug, had a macabre fas¬ 
cination, attracted them lik; moths to 
a flame. Their glances came back to 
the dead face. 

It had been a handsome face, a 
round smooth face without lines or 
hollows, a face that had never reflect¬ 
ed the rigors of labor beyond the lift¬ 
ing of too many highballs in an eve¬ 
ning. 

Don Francisco Serrano, late For¬ 
eign Minister of Franco Spain in Ar¬ 
gentina, had been strangled—effi¬ 
ciently. A thin, livid crease encircled 
his throat in the shape of a bloated 
U, reaching from ear to ear. Just be¬ 
low the lobes, a red stain seeped from 
the ends of the U, hung there, quiv¬ 
ering—twin earrings of blood. Death 
had relaxed Serrano, all except the 
hands, they were h oked stiffly like 
a hawk’s claws, the fingertips raw, 
torn and bleeding. 

Four pairs of eyes were nailed on 
his face. 

Two men stood against the wall, 
flanking a trembling girl. A splash 
of yellow light, flowing from a large 
floor-based lamp before them, etched 
their faces starkly. It was the only 
light in the room. The short, squat 
Spaniard stared unblinkingly at the 
corpse, his thick-jawed face impas¬ 


sive. The tall, lean American on the 
shaky girl’s left stood, smiling sar¬ 
donically, smiling with his lips only. 
His eyes were bleak, stony. At the 
elevator door, which opened directly 
in^o the dead man’s lavish suite was 
the fourth—Miguel, Spanish born, 
uniformed operator. Miguel’s dark 
eyes hung on the livid spotlight of 
face. He licked his lips. 

LL of you, listen, This is a 
Headquarters case. I want 
your hands in sight.” Standing alert 
and grimfaced over the cadaver was 
the hotel detective, Quincy. The gun 
in his hand meant business. “Any one 
of these babies could have killed 
him,” the thought lay in his mind like 
a headline, “and they damn well 
know I know it.” 

Quincy’s face was fleshy, deeply 
lined. He was chewing gum, shifting 
the wad from side to side in his 
mouth, mechanically. He didn’t know 
its taste, didn’t know it was in his 
mouth. All his concentration was on 
the .38 in his fist leveled inflexibly 
at his suspects. 

“I demand you arrest Steve Bendix 
for murdering my countryman!” The 
squat Spaniard made a wrathful ges¬ 
ture at the sardonically smiling 
American. “Everyone in the hotel 
knew his feelings toward Serrano. 
He’d just as soon kill a Fascist as 
spit—” 

“Sooner,” Bendix said, and he spat. 
He missed the dead face on the floor. 
“To me they’re better off dead, no 
matter what flag they salute. And 
so’s the world—” 

Cortez muttered an unintelligible 
Spanish oath and plunged forward. 
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His hands, thick and hairy, coiled 
into fists. He got within two yards of 
Bendix when Quincy changed his 
mind for him. The detective’s legs 
had pistoned forward on the instant. 
Down slashed the gun barrel, cutting 
darkly through the amber flow of 
lamplight. 

The gun beat into one thick shoul¬ 
der, beat stunningly, and Cortez 
reeled. His fist unfolded limply. 
The rug came alive under him, wrin¬ 
kled under his twisting feet. His 
knees sank down, hit the wrinkled 
rug heavily. He kneeled there, rock¬ 


ing, his right hand clasping his 
numbed left shoulder. 

A scream was in him, in his tight¬ 
ly joined eyelids, his sucked-in 
cheeks. He didn’t scream; he was not 
a man for screaming. He recovered. 
His marble faced impassivity re¬ 
turned, wiped the pain swiftly from 
his face like a tear in an eye. 

He arose carefully, brushed his suit 
carefully, faced the detective, and 
said with careful, tight-lipped venom, 
“What do you expect after a man 
murders my comrade—?” 

“Detective Line Castle will point 
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the finger around here,” Quincy let 
him know. “And nobody else.” 

“Did you say Castle? Line Castle?” 
Bendix bounded forward, his eyes 
bright. “Line, the millionaire detec¬ 
tive who fought France back in ’37? 
Son of the high society steel mag¬ 
nate?” 

“That’s-him,” Quincy said. “Only 
there’s nothing high or society 
about Line. Funny thing. His real 
name’s Eric Jr. Must have had quite 
a feeling for the Lincoln Brigade to 
adopt its name. In his circle, then, 
anti-Fascists were as popular as a 
time-bomb—” 

“An enemy of the Falange investi¬ 
gating Serrano’s murder!” Cortez’s 
impassivity faded—entirely. White 
lines broke around his lips. “I’ll pro¬ 
test to the Spanish Embassy! I know 
this—this Castle —•” he said the name 
like a curse. “He’s donated thousands 
of dollars to Spanish Loyalists who 
fled Franco’s revenge. We Falangists 
can expect no justice here!” He 
moved for the elevator. 

“Hold it!” Quincy leveled the gun 
on a line with his head. “I’m telling 
you.” 

Cortez paled. “But—” 

“No buts. American law is taking 
over here, Embassy or no Embassy.” 
The gun didn’t budge from his head. 
“Wait for Line Castle; this won’t go 
off like a melody.” 

Cortez muttered, “Lincoln Brig¬ 
ade” with venom again but fell si¬ 
lent. 

“It’s good for a change,” Bendix 
said, staring at the corpse, “to hear 
of privileged men who rate people 
before property. Serrano didn’t. A lot 
of little men with more money than 
brains didn’t.” His voice was bitter. 
“That’s why plenty Americans aren’t 
buried in America.” 

“Castle’s an institutional case!” 
Cortez said acidly “A millionaire, a 
man of property betraying his superi¬ 
or class—!” 

Footsteps whispered on the car¬ 
peted corridor outside the hall door, 
breaking him off. The door swung 
open, and a long shadow flung itself 
across the room, lamplight defining 
it sharply on the rug. 

Detective Line Castle followed his 


shadow inside, slowly. He stiffened 
slightly at the sight of Serrano, then 
moved toward the dead man with 
long, decisive steps. 

He was astonishingly tall, well 
over six feet four, and in his lanky, 
loose-limbed height was strength if 
not grace. He was altogether aston¬ 
ishing in appearance. His dark, 
strongboned features bore an amaz¬ 
ing likeness of Abraham Lincoln. 
With the same saturnine cast of ex¬ 
pression, the same earnestness and 
simplicity, he struck the heart rather 
than the eye, warmly human though 
not handsome. 

A bright red rose was pinned to the 
lapel of his conservative blue suit. 
He was never seen without that flow¬ 
er—always fresh, always an Ameri¬ 
can Beauty, a new rose every day. 

“I was down in the lobby when Ser¬ 
rano screamed.” Quincy rapidly told 
Line what had happened. “When I 
got here he was dead and these four 
were standing over his body. All in¬ 
vestigating the scream—so they say. 
Miguel, the operator, came up with 
an empty elevator. The girl, Maria 
Fostello, had good reason to put him 
in the morgue. Serrano loved her up 
to a point—the point was marriage. 
Cortez was a political rival of Ser¬ 
rano. This dead guy beat him out for 
a Minister’s post in Argentina. Ben¬ 
dix is a musician. Kinda poor for 
this hotel, too, I’d say. He got to Ser¬ 
rano first, he admits. He also admits 
hating Serrano’s guts—” 

“According to the register,” Castle 
said, “Cortez, Bendix and Miss Fos¬ 
tello all have rooms on the second 
floor. Directly below Serrano’s suite. 
Correct?” , 

“Check. And murder ain’t the only 
angle here, Castle. Yesterday, Ser¬ 
rano told me he wanted to transfer 
ten grand and a large file of official 
papers from his desk to the office 
safe. I searched his desk and there’s 
no sign of the dough or the file—” 

“Hmmm.” Line stared speculative¬ 
ly at the carefully arranged desk. 
“Were his papers as neatly placed 
before you handled them?”—that 
sharply. 

“Sure thing. I work that way,” 
Quincy said with pride. 
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Good, Guard the elevator while I 
look around, will you? And keep 
your gun in your hand; things may 
get warm.” 

ASTLE moved away, stooped 
very low over the cadaver, 
gravely scrutinizing Serrano’s cloth¬ 
ing, his skull, face, throat—especially 
his throat where the livid crease 
curved upward under the ears. “A 
Spanish garrotte job.” Line muttered. 
Thoughtfully, he drew the rose from 
his lapel and twirled the stem, an un¬ 
conscious habit while concentrating. 
“Wire bit deep. He died fast, this 
Fascist dog—” that last as only a man 
who has suffered- under the lash of 
Fascism can be bitter. 

He had no wish to hunt down the 
killer of a Fascist. Fascism was a way 
of life that needed killing, he knew. 
He said, “What the hell,” softly, and 
his head tilted in the curious man¬ 
ner of the half-blind when they try 
very hard to see. Castle’s right eye 
was glass—courtesy of a Franco rifle 
butt in Spain. His left eye, blue and 
quick, was glittering. 

The rose flashed back, sent swift¬ 
ly through his lapel. He found and 
carefully drew the murder instru¬ 
ment from under Serrano’s jacket. It 
was an improvised garrotte, four-inch 
handle fastened to the ends of a loop 
of wire. The handle was blood- 
flecked. 

Line told them grimly that Ser¬ 
rano had bloodied his fingers fight¬ 
ing the noose. “Must have fought 
hard before—” He broke off sudden¬ 
ly, brought the wire close to his sin¬ 
gle eye like a woman threading a 
needle. He said, “I’ll be damned.” 
The wire was not a wire at all, he 
told them; it was a violin string. He 
studied their faces as he said it. 

Bendix went ashen; Maria Fostello 
whispered “Madie de Dias!” Cortez 
recoiled visibly, and Miguel tore his 
glance from the tiny spotlight of 
face. He was pale. 

“Can I go back to work?” he asked 
nervously. “There’ll be complaints 
about the elevator service—” 

“Strange,” Line remarked. “You 
have an excuse to break your dull 
routine, and you choose work.” He 


told Miguel curtly to remain until 
ordered otherwise. Then: “Was Ben¬ 
dix here when you brought the eleva¬ 
tor up?” 

Miguel nodded, swallowing. He 
said Bendix had been standing over 
the corpse and laughing. He pointed 
at the ashen-faced American. 

“That right, Bendix?” Line sucked 
in a breath. “Laughing? You find 
murder funny?” 

“Can I see that violin string?” 
Bendix asked hoarsely. 

“You’re answering questions. An¬ 
swer them.” 

“Funny as hell,” Bendix said. “His 
murder anyway.” He told Castle why, 
grinning, said he’d come to New 
York to murder Serrano. Bendix’s 
his brother, a pro-Loyalist American 
newspaperman had been murdered in 
a Franco prison in ’37; had been Ser¬ 
rano’s private tea party at the time. 

“Revenge,” Line muttered. 

Bendix nodded violently. “I lived 
for it. I was out to kill him with my 
bare hands, but I didn’t; I wasn’t 
lucky enough. I took this room near 
him though the expense broke me. I 
thought of a million ways to kill him, 
I even had a key made to his door—” 

“How’d you do that?” 

“Sneaked his passkey from the 
desk clerk and had a duplicate made. 
Simple. Oh, I didn’t miss a trick. 
Only I didn’t kill him; somebody 
beat me to it. And that’s what’s funny 
as hell.” He laughed uproariously. 
He pointed at the corpse and said, 
“They’re better off dead, these Fas¬ 
cists. Franco will be seeing him in 
hell soon, tool” Again his explosive 
laughter boomed out. 

G LASS shattered, the high 
pitched sound tearing off his 
laughter in the middle. Cortez 
plunged at him. One moment he’d 
stared, numbed, at the garrotte; the 
next saw him lunge for Bendix with 
the speed and impulsiveness of an 
arrow leaving a drawn bow. At the 
sweep of his arm, the heavy lamp was 
sent slanting at the elevator like a 
flung spear. A splash of light ca¬ 
reened wildly on the rug. The girl 
screamed. 

The lamp crashed, four feet off the 





23 ★ ★ ★ Crack Detective Stories 


ground, the brittle glass shade and 
bulb exploding rflush at the elevator 
entrance. Quincy staggered, his gun 
weaving helplessly for a target. A 
spray of glass splinters sent him reel¬ 
ing back, arms shielding his eyes. 
Around him the lamplight died in a 
white, aching burst. Total shadow 
swept in on him. He fell in the shad¬ 
ows, dodging the arrows of glass. 
He was yelling he couldn’t see. he 
couldn’t see. . . 

Cortez dove for his man. His thick, 
short body, thrown into a flat dive, 
made a murky imprint against the 
sudden sweep of darkness. One 
crashing shoulder beat punishment 
into Bendix’s middle. The lean 
American floundered, his legs totter¬ 
ing like a marionette with the 
strings cut. He sank down, stunned, 
whispering faintly. 

Hot shards of glass were still ping¬ 
ing off the elevator walls when Line 
was moving. He ran at sounds. The 
blackness oppressed his limited vi¬ 
sion like a blindfold. Then a piece of 
light filtered through the fold of 
blackness, caught his eye like a sig¬ 
nal. 

The fragment of light was trian¬ 
gular. It was mobile. It was lifting 
in a glistening arc. . . 

Line’s breath hissed. He raced over. 
Arms and legs threshed below him 
suddenly, beat at him in the shadows. 
Pain was in his ankles, he stumbled. 
He kept going, and his right hand 
stabbed for gleaming bit of light, 
below its base. 

He caught Cortez’s knife arm in 
the middle of a downward slash, 
trapped it at the wrist. The thrust 
had power and hate behind it. Their 
grips locked in a shuddery grasp, 
and Castle felt strain in his nerves, 
in the needling sweat on his face, in 
his sudden, awful effort to see out of 
his blind eye. He jarred the knife up 
inch over inch. 

He whispered, “Drop it. I’ve got a 
gun. Stab him and I’ll empty it into 
you.” Cortez called him a Lincoln 
Brigade pig and wrestled tigerishly. 
Line gave up talking. He fought, 
freed his left hand from Cortez’s 
grasp, placed it carefully beside his 


right, and wrenched Cortez’s knife 
arm with all his strength. 

Cortez shouted in agony. The dag¬ 
ger burst loose of his hand, thudded 
gleaming on the rug. Castle kept 
twisting his arm till the squat man 
came slowly, agonizingly erect, re¬ 
leasing Bendix who lay pinioned, 
half unconscious, below him. The 
lean man’s face was gray. Cortez had 
worked his knees viciously into his 
groin. 

“All right, you dished it out; now 
take it.” Line calmly whipped Cor¬ 
tez around and drilled two hard 
punches, right and left, into his so¬ 
lar plexis. Cortez folded like a hinge, 
gasping. 

INC flicked a wall switch, 
checked the girl and Miguel in 
the complete illumination streaming 
from the ceiling lights. They hadn’t 
moved. Quincy was floundering in 
the elevator, kicking at the broken 
lamp, and squinting at the new burst 
of light. He saw Cortez, muttered, 
“Him. Another fast ,one, eh?” 

Line said, “Cover the elevator, 
Quincy. Outside.” 

Quincy kicked at glass bits, cursed 
Cortez, but did what he was told. 
“Too damn dusty inside, anyway. 
Don’t they ever sweep an eleva¬ 
tor—?” 

Line pocketed the dagger, assisted 
the groggy Bendix to his feet. “Step 
out of line once more, Cortez, and I’ll 
be pulling a trigger instead of punch¬ 
es. This is no Franco prison camp; 
we’ll see this out the American way 
even if it kills you.” He added bleak¬ 
ly that it might at that. 

“Why don’t you pay attention to 
Bendix? He’s the guilty man.” Maria 
Fostello spoke up. A shapely bru¬ 
nette, her body had a graceful, sway¬ 
ing rhythm as she moved' forward. 
Her eyes, large and dark, caressed the 
face of her dead lover as though Ser¬ 
rano were alive. They glinted with 
bitterness, hated and loved him with 
the same connected, intense emotion. 
They would always hate and love 
him. 

She said harshly, “Bendix is a mu¬ 
sician, a violinist; often I have heard 
him play in his room. The violin 
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string would seem significant under 
the circumstances. And I am not a 
detective.” 

Line replied that she herself had 
a pretty good reason for killing Ser¬ 
rano herself and how about that. 

“Absurd.” Her lips quivered. “A 
woman doesn’t kill the man she loves 
—unless there is no hope—” 

“You mean you had Lopes of win¬ 
ning him back?” 

She noded. Her eyes were dead. “I 
thought we could marry, return to 
Spain as we planned.” Then the black 
eyes flashed. “He loved me! He 
wasn’t walking out on me! He was 
walking out on the Falangel ” 

' “On the Falange.” Line’s whole 
face lighted up. “Why?” 

“Because he was afraid to die. He 
said Germany’s collapse meant the 
death of Franco’s government. He 
had nightmares. He feared the Re¬ 
publicans would remember the way 
he ran his prison camp before he be¬ 
came Minister.” Again her dark eyes 
glittered. “I was in his way, he said. 
He was going to get some money, 
marry an American girl, become an 
American citizen. A silly American 
girl who’d properly appreciate a 
Spanish aristocrat. Those were his 
words—” 

She was still. Line studied her. Ser¬ 
rano knew a pretty face all right. He 
liked them small, too; Maria couldn’t 
have been much over five feet. . . 

Line’s single eye gleamed. A val¬ 
uable observation, that. He glanced 
at the long body on the rug, at the 
upward curve the wire noose had 
drawn on Serrano’s throat. He knew 
then that the girl couldn’t have killed 
him. It would have been physically 
impossible for her to do so. Serrano 
had been garrotted from behind. 
Only a person taller than the dead 
man could have wielded the garrotte. 
That was clear. . . 

A TALLER person—Cortez? No. 

Out of the question: he was 
too short, far too short. Miguel, the 
elevator operator was even shorter. 
Bendix? 

Within him was a kind of sadness 
such as he had never before known, 
staring at the tall, spare man. Bendix 


was inches taller than the grotesquely 
sprawled figure on the rug. 

“You were talking about a violin 
string before, Bendix.” Line drew the 
rose from his lapel, twisted the stem. 
“You play?” 

“All my life.” Bendix’s face was 
pale. “I—I own a violin collection. 
It’s been my hobby for years.” He 
licked his lips. “That string—dammit, 
I’d like to see the thing—” 

Line said, “Quincy,” sharply. 

“Yeah?” 

“I’ll take over here. Check Bendix’s 
room—particularly his violin collec¬ 
tion. I guess you know what to look 
for.” 

Quincy knew what to look for. 
Soon after he returned, excitement 
lighting his eyes. His right hand was 
wrapped around the throat of a 
smashed violin. One string was miss¬ 
ing, the other three hanging awry on 
the stained wood. A sheaf of crisp 
bills was in his left hand. “Found 
the busted violin in Bendix’s closet,” 
he said. “The dough was hidden in¬ 
side some of his other fiddles. Shoved 
in through the side holes. His place 
is lousy with violins. Damn clever, 
that hiding place. Mostly heavy 
dough, this. Nothing under a C note. 
I picked out exactly ten grand.” 

“And the file?” Line asked. 

“No file. I gave the room the works 
but no file.” 

“Lord.” Bendix stumbled over, ran 
his hands tenderly over the mangled 
instrument. “My Stradivarius. I 
turned down a fortune for it when I 
was eating once a day. Lord. Ruined.” 
And he collapsed, gray-faced, in a 
chair. 

Cortez remarked acidly that enough 
proof had been seen even for a Lin¬ 
coln Brigadier to handcuff a radical. 
He said, “Probably he was working 
with other anti-Franco forces, passed 
the file to them and kept the money 
for himself—” 

“I’m making the decisions here,” 
Line reminded him with heat. 

“Then how about making some just 
ones!” retorted Cortez. “Por Dios! 
The man admits coming here with 
murderous intentions. He has a key 
to Serrano’s room. Serrano’s stolen 
money is located in one of his violins. 
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He collapses from shock at the sight 
of the instrument used to devise a 
murder weapon. And you do noth¬ 
ing! If you don’t arrest this murder¬ 
ing radical I’ll appeal for justice 
through the Spanish Embassy—” 

They weren’t watching Bendix. 
But he was watching ihem and listen¬ 
ing, too. The Fascist was talking him 
right into a death cell, and Bendix 
wasn’t waiting for any more talk. He 
galvanized out of the chair, raced for 
the door. Line lunged for him, long 
legs cutting across the room. Quincy 
leaped forward, gun tilted, but he 
wasn’t needed. 

Bendix was trapped. He whirled at 
the door, facing Line and throwing 
punches. Castle eluded his desperate 
fist flurry, hooked a timed, hard one 
at Bendix’s jaw. He took no pleasure 
in it; his single eye was sick. Ben¬ 
dix’s blows lost their steam. He crum¬ 
pled, twisting. Line caught his body, 
wound his arms around Bendix’s 
neck and shoulders. Then, quite sud¬ 
denly, he stopped moving. He stared 
at Bendix’s head with a strange, 
fixed intensity. And when he’d fi¬ 
nally placed him again in his chair, 
Line’s face was grave with thought. 

ICE punchin’, Castle,” Quin¬ 
cy said. “So he’s the guy 
who rigged up the wire necktie.” 

“Maybe.” He smiled a little. “Nev¬ 
er mind our unconscious friend. Keep 
your gun out. Watch Cortez and Mi¬ 
guel.” 

“Damn you!” Cortez snapped, en¬ 
raged. “I’ve had a gun at my head 
long enough. You’ve caught your 
man. When do I get a little peace?” 

“Peace,” Line repeated. “Peace.” 
He moved to the elevator, studied the 
interior. His single eye gleamed, not¬ 
ing the dust stains on the roof of the 
car. He moved to Serrano’s desk, 
scanned the neat desk-set, the tidily 
filed papers in the cubby holes. “An 
interesting subject, Cortez. There 
are two kinds. Serrano’s experiencing 
one kind now—resting in peace. And 
there’s the other one—living in peace. 
Which way would Serrano be less 
dangerous to you, Cortez? Hmmm?” 

“Eh?” Cortez stiffened haughtily. 
“What are you driving at?" 


“You’re sure Bendix murdered Ser¬ 
rano, aren’t you?” Line plucked loose 
the flower, idly twirled the rose. 
“One and one makes murder, eh? One 
violin string, one key. Right, Cor¬ 
tez?” 

“I’m not telling you,” Cortez said. 
“I’m merely suggesting the obvious. 
Murder is not my business.” 

Line said that someone in the room 
was a pretty good amateur and he 
didn’t mean Bendix. “No, not Ben¬ 
dix.” 

There was a silence. 

Line studied the rose. “Never in a 
million years. Murder with a violin 
strin \ Cortez. Think of it. We have 
here a man who loves and treasures 
his Stradivarius. Loves it so much he 
goes hungry but refuses to sell. He 
comes here to commit a premeditated 
murder.” Line slanted the rose care¬ 
fully back into his lapel. He said soft¬ 
ly. “A gun, yes; a knife, yes; with 
his bare hands, yes. But Bendix de¬ 
stroy his Stradivarius? Never in a 
million years.” 

Sarcastically, Cortez told him that 
nobody could fathom the mind of a 
murderer. “The money was hidden in 
his violins, wasn’t it? How’d it get 
out of Serrano’s desk—fly away and 
hide in Bendix’s room?” 

“It was stolen, all right,” Line 
agreed. “But not by Bendix.” His 
eyes narrowed. ‘‘Because whoever 
took the money and file from Ser¬ 
rano’s desk must have known where 
they were. The desk is not at all dis¬ 
turbed, Cortez! Ever see a desk after 
it’s looted by a stranger? Papers all 
over the place. Drawers upset. No 
stranger took that money, Cortez!” 

“You’re crazy if you’re pointing to 
me,” Cortez snapped. “You’re not so 
smart, Detective. Anybody with 
brains knows I couldn’t have killed 
Serrano. Not me; not the girl; not 
Miguel. We are all too small, too 
short to have overcome him that 
way—” 

Line let him talk his head off. 
Then when he was quiet Castle 
spoke, looking at him steadily. “1 
learned something a minute ago. 
picking Bendix off the floor. I 
learned you don’t have to stand be¬ 
hind a man to strangle him. You can 





They're Better Off Dead! ★ ★ 31 


stand over him. And that goes for a 
short man, too, Cortez!” 

“You, Miguel.” Line’s hand slid for 
his shoulder holster. “How’d the dust 
get on the roof of your elevator? Out 
of order lately? Had the roof open, 
mechanics on top of the car, fixing 
the motor and cables?” 

“He never complained about the el¬ 
evator,” Quincy said. “She’s been 
running smooth.” He paused, brow 
wrinkling. “Funny about all that 
dust, at that.” 

“What do you say, Miguel?” Line 
snapped. ^‘Tongue-tied?” 

S WEAT glistened around Mi- 
.guel’s lips, his eyes, his temples. 
He was tense, every muscle of him; 
quivering like a plucked mandolin 
wire. He said nothing. 

“No you didn’t have any repair 
men, Miguel,” Line said. “But you 
had the top of the elevator open. Ser- 
ran wasn’t killed in this room at all. 
He was strangled in your elevator! 
The man who handled the garrotte 


was sitting on top of it, dropped his 
noose through the open roof! And 
that’s when the dust from the shaft 
and cables got through!” 

Line spun on Cortez. “I thought 
that would put sweat on your face!” 

The roar of Quincy’s .38, mingling 
with the beat of footsteps broke them 
off. Line whirled. He watched Mi¬ 
guel take lead in his chest, running 
for the elevator. The slight Spaniard 
staggered, reeled against the elevator 
floor register. Agony sucked the 
blood out of his face. A bright red 
stain was slipping through his hands, 
folded with awful care over his torn 
body. Red signal lights flickered 
around his sweating face, winking. 
The stain changed the color of his 
hands. He crumpled under the hop- 
pity, buzzing signal lights. 

“I’ll handle Miguel!” Castle broke 
for the elevator, throwing orders 
over his shoulder. “Keep an eye on 
Cortez, Quincy!” 

Advancing too eagerly toward the 
fallen Spaniard, Quincy, moving past 
Cortez, heard the order late. Cortez 
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drove a wicked rabbit blow at the 
back of his neck before he could 
whirl. 

Line spun around at his alarmed 
groan. His breath hissed. Quincy was 
staggering, badly hurt, blindly fight¬ 
ing Cortez’s grip on his gun wrist. 
He lost the fight. Cortez wrenched 
the gun loose. 

He was lining the .38 on Quincy’s 
head when flame flashed from Cas¬ 
tle’s gun once, twice, like links in a 
chain. The slugs drove into the squat 
man’s throat, sinking the carefully 
knotted tie. His tie clasp, clipped in 
two, vanished into the erfmson flesh. 
Back stumbled Cortez, unseeingly. 
His heels jarred against Serrano’s 
lifeless figure. He sprawled over the 
dead man, their bodies making a still 
X in the room. 

ORTEZ and Miguel were fa¬ 
natical Falangists. They 
committed the murder together. We’d 
know that even if Miguel hadn’t con¬ 
fessed before he died. They killed 
Serrano for deserting the Falange 
and betraying the cause.” 

Castle explained the killing to 
Quincy and Bendix after the room 
and elevator had been cleared of its 
ghastly occupants by a police detail. 
Maria Fostello had been removed to 
a hospital, suffering from shock. 

In the elevator, Line indicated the 
open roof of the car, revealing the 
dusty motor and cables and the mur¬ 
ky shaft above. A metal file, dust 
covered, lay at his feet. “The stolen 
file was on top of the elevator, just 
as Miguel admitted. I expected as 
much. A neat idea, too. Cortez and 
Miguel were afraid of a search. What 
better place to conceal anything than 
the roof of an elevator?” 

“Dammit, I should have been hep 
to the dustiness before,” Quincy 
growled. “No wonder Miguel was in 
a hurry to get back to his job. He 
wanted to get the file out of harms 
way—” 

“He died trying,” Castle said. “The 
file’s worth a fortune to the exiled 
Spanish Republican Government— 
contains evidence of the link between 
Fascist Spain and anti-American ac¬ 


tivities in Argentina. The Falange 
got wind of Serrano’s plans. They 
were afraid he’d sell them out to save 
his skin.” Line grimaced. “They 
stopped him cold—” 

“Cold and dead,” said Bendix with¬ 
out emotion. He was fully recovered 
from his ordeal. “Did Cortez kill 
him 5 ” 

L INC nodded. “With Miguel’s 
help, of course. They were in 
this hotel to spy on him. Miguel took 
the elevator operator job to learn his 
habits. Serrano walked into a coffin 
when he entered the elevator tonight. 
Cortez was on the roof with the gar¬ 
rotte. It was simple for Miguel to 
open the panel on top of the car, get 
the killer up there. Serrano probably 
never suspected, thought mechanics 
were fixing the motor—” 

“Lord,” Bendix whispered. “Cortez 
strangled him from above.” 

“Exactly. And it was simple for 
them to frame you,” Line said. “Mi¬ 
guel had access to the hotel pass key. 
It was as simple to plant the money 
in your room as it was to rip the vio¬ 
lin string from one of your instru¬ 
ments.” 

Line frowned, twisting the rose in 
his lapel. Dust from the elevator had 
marred its bright red beauty. 

“Funny,” Bendix said. “A man like 
you wearing a rose. How come?” 

“Yeah,” Quincy said. “For a guy 
with steel in his gut that’s a funny 
one, all right. Do you go for them 
because they’re easy on the eye?” 
Line smiled. 

“Ever get to thinking about a flow¬ 
er? You can’t keep it down. Step on 
it, crush it, and it’s back next year, 
trying again. Snow, flood, earthquake 
—bombs—and it still comes back.” 
“Like people,” said Bendix softly. 
“Sure. Not as pretty as this Amer¬ 
ican beauty—but with its spirit. I 
wear this flower and remember that 
there’s still hope for people. See?” 

Bendix asked Castle if he could 
shake his hand. He was glad when 
Line stretched out an enthusiastic 
palm; the act was suddenly import¬ 
ant to him, shaking this man’s hand. 
It gave him a good feeling. 

(THE END) 
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Musico was willing to aid the enemy — for a price! 


T HE fat man behind the desk 
peered near sightedly through 
the monocle at his papers. He 
wore the insignia of a colonel on his 
Gestapo uniform. 

“You were in the concentration 
camp at Palmo, Musico?” he ad¬ 
dressed the unshaven man who stood, 
flanked by two guards, before him. 

Musico shrugged. His gaze was 
fixed on the corner of the desk, and 
he did not raise his eyes to meet the 
glare of his interrogator. He resented 
the presence of a Nazi behind the 
desk in the Italian Palazzo de Jus- 
ticia. Mussolini and his boys might 
call it Axis collaboration, but back in 
che Chicago of Mugico’s memory 
they had another name for it—mus¬ 
cling in. 

The colonel referred again to the 
t,heaf of papers in his hand. 

“Your mother and your wife, they 
are in the camp at Napolo, no?” He 
tossed the paper on the desk and 
leaned back. “Your mother, she is 
getting old. You would like to see 
her once more?” 

The prisoner’s lips twisted as 
though he was about to speak. He had 
to fight back the words that would 
tell the fat man that he knew about 
his wife and mother. “Death by nat¬ 
ural causes,” the Underground grape 
vine had reported to him. Even the 
Underground acepted it as natural 
that you die when you are beaten and 
starved. The struggle v/as successful. 
No word passed his lips. 

The man behind the desk tried a 
smile. It consisted mostly of a 
twitching of his upper lip that bared 
his teeth, but didn’t travel far 
enough to cloud the cruelty in his 
eyes. 


“It might be arranged, Musico” he 
said. He removed the monocle from 
his eye, polished it. “You would like 
that? You would like to see them 
again?” 

Musico nodded. “Yes,” he croaked. 
His voice sounded rusty, as though 
from lack of use. “I would like to see 
them.” 

The colonel returned the monocle 
to his eye, leaned forward. “You shall 
do what we ask of you, and then, I 
promise, you shall see them.” 

“What do I do?” 

“Tonight a group of highly trained 
technicians will leave for America. 
They must be landed without the 
knowledge of the authorities. You 
will arrange that.” 

Musico smiled humorlessly. “Sabo¬ 
teurs, eh? Why pick on me for help? 
It’s ten years since I left America 
to come back to my home.” 

The Gestapo colonel waved the 
argument aside impatiently. “You 
know how these things are done.” He 
indicated the sheaf of papers. “You 
were what they called a rum runner, 
no? You landed large shipments of 
whisky along the American coastline. 
You can do this.” 

The prisoner shrugged. “Maybe. 
Maybe not.” 

“There is no maybe. You will carry 
out the landing of Dr Stratz and his 
technicians or you will never see 
your wife and mother again.” 

The slouching figure of the pris¬ 
oner straightened. He blinked. “Dr 
Stratz?” he asked hoarsely. 

“You may as well know,” the fig¬ 
ure behind the desk sneered. “You 
will have no chance to tell anyone. 
Dr Stratz will be in charge of Amer- 
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ican operations. You will see to it 
that he is landed.” 

Musico nodded. “I’ll have to go 
along.” 

“Why?” Suspicion flared from the 
man behind the desk’s narrowed eyes. 
“You can point out the spots on a 
map.” 

“No good,” Musico grunted. “The 
Coast Guard’s too active. Unless you 
know that shore like the back of your 
hand, you’ll never find your way in. 
Me, I know it like the back of my 
hand.” He scratched vigorously un¬ 
der his shoulder. “Best way’s to send 
a couple of wires.” 

The suspicion returned to the hard 
eyes. “There will be no wires. This is 
a mission requiring the utmost se¬ 
crecy.” 

M USICO shrugged. “Suit your¬ 
self. Only that ain’t the way to 
do it. These guys’ll be landed miles 
from noplace. They’ll have to hoof it 
to get anywhere near civilization. 
That’s a good way to get picked up. 
But, suit yourself.” 

“Who are these people you would 
wire?” 

“Some of my old mob. And if 
you’re worrying about them yelling 
copper, don’t. They don’t stand in too 
good with the cops, and they don’t 
owe America nothing. Besides,” he 
added softly. “You got my mother 
and wife in case anything was to go 
wrong, ain’t you?” 

The man behind the desk studied 
his prisoner’s face carefully for a mo¬ 
ment, then, failing to find any hidden 
meaning, acquiesced. “You will give 
me the names of these people. I will 
take care of notifying them.” He 
picked up a pencil, looked up at the 
prisoner questioningly. 

“Just reach Tommy Carrone in 
Chi—” 

The Gestapo man scowled. “Chi? 
'Where is this Chi?” 

“Chicago, The Alamo Hotel. Just 
tell Tommy that Melody Musico is 
landing a valuable shipment at the 
usual place off Oyster Bay. Just 
mention the time and the date we’ll 
be arriving.” 

The colonel grunted. “He will 
know it’s authentic?” 


“That’s right,” the prisoner nod¬ 
ded. “You better put in just a line. 
Remember Tony. Put that in. It’s the 
old password.” 

The man behind the desk nodded, 
then gestured to the two guards. 
“Take him out and give him a bath 
and a shave. Have him ready to leave 
in three hours.” 

He watched as the prisoner shuf¬ 
fled painfully between the two 
guards, and as the door closed be¬ 
hind them, he punched a button on 
his desk telephone. “Dr Stratz,” he 
growled into the mouthpiece. 

A moment later the connection 
was made. 

“How did it go, Colonel?” the me¬ 
tallic voice on the other end demand¬ 
ed. 

“Good, Dr Stratz. Arrangements 
have been made. You will, of course, 
dispose of this man as soon as he has 
served his purpose.” 

“Of course, Colonel,” the voice on 
the other end purred. “I have had 
some small experience as command¬ 
ant of the Napolo Camp.” 

The colonel rocked with laughter. 
“Of course. I promised him that he 
would see his wife and mother. They 
were taken care of at Napolo. It is 
only fitting that you give him the 
passport to see them.” 

T WO heavy black sedans, lights 
out, motors humming softly were 
lost in the deep shadows off the 
beach. 

Tommy Carrone squinted into the 
opaqueness of the night, consulted 
the luminous dial on his watch and 
grunted. “That wire said he’d be here 
at 12.10. It’s 12.15. You think some¬ 
thing went wrong?” 

The beefy man at his right grunt¬ 
ed. “Maybe it was a gag, that wire.” 

Tommy Carrone shook his head. 
“No. It said ‘remember Tony.’ No¬ 
body but Melody Musico would have 
said that. I’ll bet—” He paused, held 
his hand up. “You hear a put-put boat 
out there?” 

Both men stiffened into attention. 
The beefy man nodded. 

“That must be them,” Tommy Car¬ 
rone grunted. “Tell the other boys 
to get ready. We don’t want to waste 
no time.” 
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A few minutes later the trim nose 
of a motor launch knifed through the 
heavy mist that hung low over the 
water. It nosed into the sand, jarred 
to a stop. 

Two men leaped across its bow 
onto the sand. Five more followed, 
then the motor was silent and a sixth 
joined them. The little group gath¬ 
ered on the beach. Its leader peered 
into the impenetrable blackness that 
surrounded them. 

“Your friends, Musico,” his voice 
was harsh, metallic. “Where are 
they?” 

The familiar voice of Melody Mu¬ 
sico cut through the blackness. 
“They’ll be here Dr Stratz. You must 
be patient—like we learned to be at 
Palmo—and Napolo. You were there, 
weren’t you?” 

Stratz’ figure stiffened. “What do 
you mean?” 

“How were my mother and my wife 
when you saw them last, Doctor?” 
Musico’s voice was harsh. 

“Your friends?” Stratz’ voice was 
urgent. 

Musico laughed. “You’ll be hearing 
from them any second now—” 

Suddenly, from three sides the 
rhythmic chatter of sub-machine 
guns shattered the silence. The little 
group melted away. Stratz tried to 


run, then unbuckled at the knees and 
sprawled forward on his face as a 
heavy blast tore through his back. 
Musico fell to his knees, tried to pull 
himself to his feet and was slammed 
back against the sand by a fusillade. 

As suddenly as it began the tom- 
myguns’ cacophony of 'eath ceased. 
In a matter of seconds the landing 
party lay sprawled about the beach. 

The beefy man who stood with 
Tommy Carr one made for the motor 
launch and impatiently tore open sev¬ 
eral of the paper packages. 

“Hey, Tommy,” his disappointed 
voice cut through the darkness, “that 
ginzo musta blew his top. Know what 
he’s trying to hustle in? A load of 
dynamite and nitro. As if we ain’t got 
mcre’n enough of that now.” 

Tommy Carrone walked over to the 
riddled body of Melody Musico and 
turned it over with the tip of his toe. 

“Of course he was nuts. He shoulda 
knew I’d get him for putting my kid 
brother on the spot—even if it did 
take me ten years to catch up with 
him. And then he has the nerve to 
rub it in by sending me a wire telling 
me to ‘remember Tony.’ As if I could 
forget.” 

(THE END) 
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TOO MANY 

ALIBIS 

By Arthur Mann 


Whether a guy deserved shooting or not, a killing's 
still a killingl 


A SUSPICIOUS silence hung 
over Police Headquarters like 
an ominous pall as Lew Curry, 
of the Daily Star, returned from a late 
afternoon bite in a nearby beanery. 
He hadn’t been gone from the district 
office long—perhaps an hour—and it 
seemed unlikely that anything im¬ 
portant could have happened. 

But of course, it always dees hap¬ 
pen like that, he reflected, and 
dashed up the rickety stairs to con¬ 
sult other headquarters reporters in 
the newspaper cubicles. 

Consultation was an excellent idea, 
except that none of the little offices 
was occupied. Potter of the Standard. 
usually in drunken stupor, wasn’t 
even around. Nor was the Gazette’s 
veteran, Martin Thentic. Lew yanked 
his 'edora down over his red head, 
raced down the stairs and across the 
street to headquarters, bumping 
violently into a stocky figure as he 
entered the door. 

“Tony Mascheri!” He exclaimed. 
‘Where’s ev—” 

“I phoned the desk,” the slip boy 
panted. “Tol’ ’em you’d gone over. I 
was just cornin’ to get you.” 

“Gone over where?” Lew demand¬ 
ed. “What’s up?” 

“Everybody’s gone over to Madison 
street,” Tony said, holding up a 
copy of the slip on the case. “Two- 
twenty. Jake Bonner was found in 
his own place. . . shot—” 

Lew left on the double, for the 
Madison Street address was within 
quicker reach by foot-hustle than 
waiting for a taxi. And it was some¬ 
thing well worth hustling to, because 
of Jake Bonner—one of those border¬ 
line cases the cops are always trying 


to pin something on. Bonner had been 
raided at the Madison Street apart¬ 
ment-office, questioned, held on sus¬ 
picion and picked up at the oddest in¬ 
tervals, only to be discharged in court 
for lack of evidence, or even at pre¬ 
liminary hearings. And now here he 
was, plugged without question by a 
law—or the lack of it—that had 
sharper claws than the cops could 
fasten on him. 

But it was murder, Lew reflected, 
unlawful manslaughter, and probably 
premeditated. Regardless of the vic¬ 
tim’s character, such as it was, the 
police had to ferret out the killer, or 
killers, because it was the law. No 
doubt he deserved more than he got: 
he was that kind of heel. Hundreds of 
people owed him money for all kinds 
of shady gambling; he dealt in pen¬ 
ny-policy among the neighborhood 
kids, race-horse bets, and dice games, 
extending from juvenile huddles to 
the big blanket games which Bonner 
sponsored from one hotel to another, 
changing locale as fast as he heard 
the cry of “Cops!” 

T WO-TWENTY was an old-fash¬ 
ioned stoop-and-area-way affair, 
one of many that had been modernized 
in the neighborhood. Bonner lived, 
in a set-up comprising a kitchenette, 
a living room-office and a sleeping 
alcove. Lew flashed his police card 
to the patrolman on guard at the 
street entrance and raced up the 
flight of stairs to the rear. He thread¬ 
ed through the crowded room and 
saw the corpus delicti, still slumped 
forward on the desk at which he had 
been sitting and telephoning. The 
desk blotter had soaked up a small 
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puddle of ^darkening crimson from a 
bulletwoufid in the temple. The cor¬ 
oner was still taking pictures and 
nothing had been moved. 

Though it was in the Third pre¬ 
cinct, Inspector Wolfe, of Headquar¬ 


ters, had taken supervisory charge, 
which was okay with the precinct 
cops, for it relieved them of responsi¬ 
bility. Already the Inspector seemed 
to have settled matters to his own 
satisfaction with two suspects. Lew 
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passed up the assembled reporters to 
question Costigan, his Headquarters 
confidante, now back on a plain¬ 
clothes beat after “uniform punish¬ 
ment.” 

“Those two?” Le wwhispered. “Is 
Wolfe cuffing those two on a thing 
like this?” 

“Those two” happened to be a mid¬ 
dle-aged couple, Mr. and Mrs. Steve 
Johnson, superintendents of the 
double-building. Steve still Dore signs 
of the morning’s tussle with ashes. 

“Don’t look so good for either of 
’em,” Costigan confided as the as¬ 
sorted humans milled about them. 
“Steve was into Bonner for quite a 
bundle—race-track bets—” 

“But there’s no more racing,” Lew 
reminded. 

“That’s probably what brought it 
to a head,” the detective said. “Steve 
can’t get even and Bonner’s probably 
been puttin’ the heat on him.” 

“And where does Mrs. Johnson 
.come in?” 

“Evidently she came in the door 
about an hour ago,” Costigan said 
with a snort, “an’ drilled Bonner 
That’s what she claims. Said she 
couldn’t stand seein’ Steve worry an' 
fret over what was a trap all the 
time. It’s a confession.” 

“A cover-up,” Lew sighed. “Who’s 
the synthetic blonde in tears? Bon¬ 
ner’s heart of hearts, I suppose.” 

“Yes, she rushed over after failin 
to get Bonner on the phone, an’ got 
the real news downstairs from the 
Johnsons.” 

“Nice coincidence, huh?” Lew mut¬ 
tered. 

“Maybe,” Costigan said with a 
shrug. “Lot of angles to this, kid 
They’re out pickin’ up the daughter 
too.” 

“Bonner’s? I didn’t know he had—” 

“No, the Johnsons’. Mink-coat type 
and said to be quite friendly with 
Bonner. She’s in his book, at least, 
an’ the Inspector says that sort of 
provides Mrs Johnson with a double 
motive.” 

T HE CORONER had finished tak¬ 
ing the pictures, and the ambu¬ 
lance internes had crowded through 


with their stretcher. Inspector Wolfe 
acting with all the authority that his 
gold-braid indicated, ordered the 
couple taken to Headquarters for 
booking. He then issued statements 
which Martin Thentic, Dave Potter. 
Lew and two precinct district men 
copied with care. 

“Mrs. Steve Johnson is booked on 
a murder charge,” the officer said. 
“She will sign a confession. Her hus¬ 
band will be held as a material wit¬ 
ness, and possibly an accessory, if not 
charged with actual complicity. Then 
we’ll go to work. Miss Fay Harris, 
the deceased’s fiancee, will be held as 
a material witness, as will Miss Eva 
Strand, step-daughter of the John¬ 
sons. This book,” and Inspector 
Wolfe held up Bonner’s ledger-diary, 
“will provide additional witnesses, as 
well as proof of motive. That’s all. 

Flanked by Sgt Raymer and a cor¬ 
don of patrolmen, both Mr. and Mrs 
Steve Johnson were cloaked, hatted 
and bundled off to Headquarters for 
booking and detention until some 
kind of legal order could be brought 
to their aid. Johnson complained 
about his furnace duties, but the 
landlord was notified, and he ar 
ranged for a substitute who had never 
bet on the horses. Lew made a quick 
call to the office, then rejoined Cos¬ 
tigan. 

“Who done it?” Lew asked blunt¬ 
ly- 

Costigan shrugged a set of broad 
shoulders. “Dunno,” he sighed, “but 
I can tell you who didn’t.” 

“Mrs Johnson.” 

“Nor Steve.” the detective mut¬ 
tered. “I don’t know whether the In¬ 
spector’s kiddin’ himself or us, but 
he sure seems serious about pinnin’ 
it on those two janitors.” 

“That’s crazy,” Lew muttered. “Jobs 
like this don’t solve so easy. Per¬ 
sonally I’d rather suspect the blonde. 
Fay Harris.” 

“Why?” 

“Oh. . . ” Lew chuckled. “Sashay 
the femme.” 

“Then why not the Johnson’s step¬ 
daughter, Eva Strand?” 

“I don’t know. Maybe the blonde 
babe seems less remote. How did she 
get there so soon?” 




Too Many Alibis ★ ★ ★ 39 


“She was trying to get Bonner on 
the phone,” Costigan said. “I told 
you that. When he didn’t answer, she 
came over, an’ learned about it from 
the Johnsons. Maybe she bumped 
him off. I dunno.” 

“Where you going now?” Lew 
puzeled. 

“To check a few of these names.” 
The detective flashed the small 
ledger-diary. “There’s a joint near 
here. . . Pelky’s—” 

‘Pelky’s Pool Parlor,” . Lew fin 
ished. “'fwo and a half cents a cue. 
Full of loafing four-F’s, punks and 
no-accounts.” 

“A few, yes,” Costigan sighed 
“They’re in the book, some for some, 
some for plenty, by comparison to 
their income—” 

“Which is nothing.” 

“Precisely.” Costigan read some 
names. “Mike, Lefty, Shrimp, Goon. 
Louis, Bucky. . . they’re all jail-fod¬ 
der, except maybe Bucky.” 

M SILKY’S WAS in a semi-base¬ 
ment, surrounded by soiled walls 
and a low, corrugated ceiling. The 
place was redolent with the lingering 
odors of stale cigaret smoke and a 
neglected lavatory. Most of the pool 
tables were idle, but the ever-active 
Kelly-pool game, characteristically 
located in the farthest corner, was 
alive with the zest of chancy quarter 
a pill. 

“Tfiere they are,” Costigan mut¬ 
tered. “The flower of American use¬ 
lessness. Sing-Singers of the future ” 
“They’ve got a quorum, all right ” 
Lew said, as they crossed over to the 
game. “Everybody seems to be pres¬ 
ent.” 

“All. . . but Lefty,” Costigan whis¬ 
pered. 

Pelky, a former middleweight 
wrestler with a mangled left ear and 
a drooping eyelid, resented the in¬ 
trusion, but didn’t say so. He wore a 
canvass apron to protect his clothes 
from chalk and the rigors of ball- 
racking. He and the players looked 
up sourly at the visitors, but the 
game yyent on. Monk happened to be 
shooting a combination in an effort 
to pocket his 4-ball. Costigan tapped 
Bucky on the shoulder. 


“Where’s Lefty?” the detective 
asked. 

The boy turned a red head and 
then shrugged. “Pitchers, ’ he said. 
“Movie, I guess. Roy Rogers is 
there.” 

“What time did he go?” 

“I dunno.” Monk came over, slam 
ming his cue-butt against the bare 
wooden floor and cursing. Bucky 
said, “Hey, Monky, what time did 
Lefty go to the Bijou.” 

‘What’s it to-ya?” Monk grinned. 
He turned to Costigan. “Who wants 
t’know?” 

“I do,” Costigan said quietly. “Jake 
Bonner’s been murdered, and I think 
Lefty did it!” 

That stopped the game. A cigaret- 
butt dropped from Pelky’s thickened 
lips, and he brushed it from the 
chalky green cloth quickly. There fol¬ 
lowed a chorus of assorted protests. 
They ranged from Lefty’s “pacifist” 
nature, to the fact that Lefty had no 
heater, and even if anybody did, 
where could you get ammunition? 

“Well, you might as well know— 
all of you,” Costigan warned, “that 
you’re under suspicion of some kind. 
It’s no joke. If anybody knows some¬ 
thin’. he better show up at Headquar¬ 
ters an’ spill it. We got to clean up 
this mess in a hurry.” 

The detective turned abruptly and 
stalked through the idle f ables to the 
door. Lew was at his heels and as 
they reached the street, the reporter 
tossed a “what next?” at the stoical 
dick. 

“Down to the Bijou to haul out 
Lefty. See you later.” 

Lew considered going with the de¬ 
tective to confront Lefty, but he felt 
that things weren’t quite airtight in 
that direction. A killer doesn’t simply 
go to the movies. . . yet, everybody 
at the pool hall seemed to know where 
Lefty had gone. Killers are always 
careful to establish alibis, especially 
when a murder is planned, as this 
one probably had been. 

Lew paused before a small station¬ 
ery store. . . newsstand at the door, 
tobacco displays in one window and 
soft-drink displays in the other. . 
novelties, odds and ends to eke out 
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a living. He entered and received a 
nod from a German behind the cigar 
counter. The place smelled of stew¬ 
ing chicken, for the family lived in a 
small apartment at the rear. 

“Hello, Mr. Harsch,” Lew greeted 
He waited for the grunt of reply 
and said. “Where’s Bucky?” 

The father shrugged his fleshy 
shoulders. “I dunno. .. probably down 
at the pool place. . . wastin’ his time 
an’ my money—” 

“He went to the pictures,” a 
mother’s defensive voice called She 
appeared in the rear doorway wiping 
her hands on a clean apron. “To the 
Bijou. I gave him money for the 
ticket.” 

She shot a glance of disapproval at 
her husband, for here was once when 
the boy was not exactly wasting his 
time, even though he might have 
been putting it to better advantage. 

“It was a Roy Rogers picture, he 
•aid.” She smiled. “He likes the 
westerns. Me, I’d rather see Greer 
Garson. . ” 

Lew laughed. “Thanks, Mrs. 
Harsch. . . ” 

“There’s trouble, maybe?" The 
father asked anxiously. 

“Not much,” Lew said and opened 
the door. “Tell him to stay home for 
a while. Do him good, anyway.” 

UTSIDE THE store he wiped a 
nervous sweat from his fore¬ 
head, because this implicated Bucky, 
if Lefty turned out to be— 

“But he’s not!” Lew exclaimed 
half-aloud. “These kids might kill 
some day, but I can’t believe. . . at 
least, I won’t believe it till Costigan 
comes up with a confession.” 

It would take Costigan a little 
while to come up with Lefty, which 
would allow time to beat it over to 
East 36th Street where the curvacious 
Fay Harris lived in solitary splendor. 
Somehow Lew couldn’t rid his system 
of the hunch that this dame had 
pulled the trigger. Of course, it was 
more than a hunch; it was an un¬ 
shakable belief, based on the fact 
that her morning and movements and 
even her arrival had dove-tailed with 
the killing. Why wasn’t she shopping 


that morning? Or having a hair-do? 
Or anything that such women always 
manage to fill their next day with? 

F AY HARRIS lived in the rear 
apartment of a very modern build¬ 
ing, and she answered Lew’s ring. 

‘I’m from headquarters,” he began, 
and that was enough to gain admit¬ 
tance. 

“When is the woman’s trial?" she 
asked, and wiped her eyes. 

“What woman?” Lew parried. 
“Why, the superintendent,” she re¬ 
plied. “She confessed, didn’t she? I 
heard her say she shot poor Jake 
Oh-h-h. . . ” 

“I’m sorry, Miss Harris,” Lew 
apologized. “Takes more than a mere 
confession to incriminate a person. A 
confession can’t be used in court, be¬ 
cause a person can’t testify against 
himself.” 

“Well, there’s plenty of motive,” 
she argued, and dabbed carefully at 
her eyes. “Though I’m sure Jake had 
nothing to do with Eva Strand.” 
“What makes you so sure?” 

The woman stiffened haughtily. 
“I’m sure, that’s all.” 

Lew shrugged. “Your movements* 
have to be checked, Miss Harris,” he 
said. “Beginning at noon.” 

“I was here,” she said quickly. 

“No shopping. . . no beauty parlor? 
“No.*I was telephoning people. In 
fact, I tried to get Jake several times, 
and when he didn’t answer, I. . I 
. . . went over. . . ” 

“What about two-thirty?” Lew puz¬ 
zled. “Were you telephoning then. . . 
here?” 

“Yes, because the beauty parlor 
phoned,” she explained. “That’s the 
Les Chic on thirty-third. I wanted an 
appointment for later in the day. 
They tried to get me, I learned later, 
and couldn’t. They had a machine 
open for four, but I lost it.” 

“Pretty busy, these hairdressers,” 
Lew murmured. “Probably the comb 
shortage. Well, that seems good 
enough.” He started for the door. 
“Now, if Eva Strand can do as well 
with her alibi as you have, the case’ll 
be just about sewed up against that 
poor superintendent.” 

“I don’t know about Eva,” Misa 
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Harris said coolly. “Nor her mother. 
Whoever killed Jake doesn’t deserve 
sympathy, and I’m surprised at seems; 
a cop show any.” 

“I’m not a cop, Miss Harris.” 

“But you’re from Police Headquar¬ 
ters,” she gasped. “You said it!” 

“That’s true,” Lew smiled. “But 
I’m not a cop there; I’m a reporter. 
Thanks for the interview. Good day.” 

EW HURRIED to the street and 
hailed a taxi. 

“Two-twenty Madison,” he said. 
“Fast as you can.” 

His eye never left the face of his 
wrist-watch as he clocked the jo'urney, 
and it took exactly eight minutes and 
two seconds. 

“Could be,” he muttered, then. 
Okay, drive to the nearest drug 
store.” 

Two blocks away he entered a 
bustling pharmacy, sought one of 
four phone booths and dialed the 
telephone at his Police Headquarters 
office. It was an outside phone, sep¬ 
arate from the switchboard extension 
for direct city-room calls. That done, 
he left the receiver hanging and 
scribbled an “out-of-order” sign on a 
blank envelope, which he pasted 
against the glass of the boothdoor. 
After a five-minute wait he entered 
the adjoining booth and called the 
Daily Star, to be greeted by fire¬ 
works. 

“Where’ve you been?” the city 
editor stormed. “There’s a story at 
Headquarters. Mrs Johnson sticks to 
her confession. They’ve rounded up 
Eva, and they have proof that she 
threatened to kill Jake Bonner. And 
Costigan has brought in a kid named 
Lefty Bersner who has a gun home, 
and who admits that several of the 
gang were after Bonner.” 

“So here’s what you do,” Lew said. 

“Wait a minute!” the CE shouted. 
“Where are you, anyway? We’ve 
called you on the extension, and no 
answer, but your outside line is 
busy.” 

“I’m working,” Lew protested. 
“And, if you’ll give me a chance, we 
can do a little fast-pulling on the boys. 


I’m pretty sure I’ve got the killer. . 
it’s Fay Harris, Bonner’s sweetie.” 

“You’re outa your mind!” was the 
telephonic retort. “Inspector Wolfe 
has admitted thcit it’s one of the 
three Johnsons.” 

“Fine, but will you do this, please?” 
Lew persisted. “Write a lead on Fay 
Harris, thirty-one, dyed blonde hair, 
big blue eyes, and all that. She’s a 
former telephone operator. Lives in 
style, thanks to Bonner. So she 
killed him today—” 

“In a fit of jealous rage, I sup¬ 
pose!” the CE exclaimed. 

“No, it wasn’t a fit,” Lew correct¬ 
ed. “It was a pretty well-planned 
scheme, and she was lucky. The 
motive is jealousy, which will be ex¬ 
plained when she’s arrested.” 

“Does Inspector Wolfe know about 
this?” 

“Nobody knows about it but me, 
boss,” Lew whispered. “Will you do 
as I say, and write the lead? Get a 
banner ready and you can shove off 
soon as I call you again.” 

L EW HUNG up quickly, for there 
was no sense to further argu¬ 
ment. They couldn’t call him back, 
because he didn’t answer the exten¬ 
sion-phone and the outside number— 
He dropped a nickel into the slot 
and dialed it. 

Sure enough, it was still busy. 

He hurried around to Pelky’s Pool 
Parlor. The Kelly game was still in 
progress. Bucky Harsch was after 
the orange 5-ball. Lew waited until 
he had failed to pocket it, and beck¬ 
oned him from the table. The kid 
had a nice face, too nice for the 
mess into which he had been drawn. 

“You better come with me, Bucky,” 
Lew said quietly. “Don’t talk about it 
here. I’d like to help you, and I think 
I can. But don’t argue or protest, and 
we’ll be all right. We redheads have 
to stick together.” 

“Or get stuck together,” Bucky 
muttered cynically. “Wait’ll I rack 
my cue, an’ wash.” 

“Never mind washing. Get your 
hat. We’ve got to hurry, Costigan 
grabbed Lefty from the movies and 
he’s talking.” 





42 ★ ★ ★ Crack Detective Stories 


Outside Bucky punctured that 
feeler. 

“If Lefty’s talkin’, there’s nothin’ 
of importance he can say. If he knows 
anything about Bonner’s murder. 
Lefty wouldn’t talk, so don’t fumble 
around like a cop.” 

“Okay, Bucky,” Lew sighed. “You 
win that one.” 

* * * 

Activity in the region of Inspector 
Wolfe’s office was accelerating as 
developments in the Bonner case in¬ 
creased, and as the material witnesses 
began to complicate matters by pro¬ 
testing too much. As Lew reached 
the building with young Harsch, the 
girl, Eva, was cornered in Wolfe’s 
“grill room” adjacent to his office. 
The officer had opened the door and 
was admitting the press. 

“Miss Strand admits. . . well, com¬ 
promising herself,” V/olfe said with 
a shrug. “That is, with Bonner. She’s 
wearing the result.” 

The girl, wide-eyed and a brunette, 
sat huddled in a large batch of ex¬ 
pensive minks. A pert hat was askew 
atop a page-bob. 

“I’ve told all there is,” she said. 
“Bonner wanted me to wear this 
coat. . . I took it, because he prom¬ 
ised to give Papa a break so he could 
get square in the book.” 

“You mean,” Lew puzzled, “that 
Bonner gave you a coupla thousand 
bucks worth of mink for the privilege 
of losing money on your step-father?” 

She nodded. “I can’t help how you 
interpret it,” she protested. “That’s 
all there was. But he crossed me, and 
kept hounding Papa.” 

“Because you probably crossed 
Bonner,” Inspector Wolfe added. “By 
not coming across. . . or something. 
Who’s this boy, Curry?” 

“Friend of mine,” Lew replied. 
“Where’s Costigan?” 

“Hell be back with Lefty Bersner,” 
the inspector said. He turned to the 
other reporters. “I guess that’s about 
all. Lefty’s alibi is all right. He was 
at the movies from one-thirty or 
quarter to two on. . . about an hour 
before the murder, and Costigan 


found him there a few minutes ago. 
He described the picture.” 

“What about Miss Harris?” Martin 
Thentic asked. 

“They’re going to pick her up right 
away,” Lew said. “So they told me 
downstairs. When is the indictment 
going to be handed up. . . or down. . . 
Inspector?" 

S NSPECTOR WOLFE scowled, 
for nothing had been said of¬ 
ficially about picking up Miss Har¬ 
ris. “Tonight,” he growled. “After 
we get a few more facts assembled. 
Curry, take that boy out of here.” 

“He’s a friend of Lefty’s,” Lew 
said. “He’s okay.” 

The pat on the bat#: was reassuring 
to Bucky, whose freckled face lighted 
up when Costigan entered the room 
with Lefty. The two loafers greeted 
each ether with a casual wave of 
recognition. As the room cleared of 
reporters, Lev/ closed the door. 

“Now, Lefty,” he said, “tell us what 
you know. Quick!” 

“Me?” Lefty sneered. “It was the 
same kinda pitcher, ’cept Rogers got 
oil-lease racketeers ’stead of cattle 
rus’lers.” 

“I don’t mean the picture,” Lew 
said sternly. “I mean about two- 
thirty. . . about Bonner’s murder. 
Speak up!” 

“I was at the movies!” Lefty pro¬ 
tested. “The flat-foot foun’ me 
there.” 

“What’s the matter with you, 
Curry,” Inspector Wolfe scolded. 

“I picked the kid up there,” Costi¬ 
gan said. “He described the picture 
okay. Here’s his stub. . . Number 
eight-six-three-three-two. I checked 
with the box office. It was sold be¬ 
tween one-fifteen an’ one-thirty.” 

“But not to Lefty,” Lew said. “It 
was bought by somebody else who 
gave it to Lefty after the murder.” 

“Why, you mug!” Lefty exclaimed 
through a twisted mouth. “There’ll 
be anudda moida aroun’ here, if you 
ain’t careful.” 

“None of that, Lefty,” Costigan 
cautioned. “Lew, stop fishin’ an’ say 
what you mean.’ 

“I mean that Lefty knows about 
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the murder,” Lew persisted. “I say 
that Bucky here went to the Bijou, 
bought a ticket at about one-twenty, 
and watched the picture till Lefty 
showed up. Then he described the 
show in detail, so that Lefty could 
say he’d been there all the time. The 
ticket-stub was concrete proof.” 

“I didn’t kill Bonner!” Lefty 
roared. 

“Nobody said you did,” Lew roared 
back. “I merely asked you to tell 
what you knew.” 

“Wait a minute,” Inspector Wolfe 
ordered. He shook Bucky’s shoulder. 
“Did you. buy a ticket and give it to 
Lefty?” 

“Take it easy, Inspector,” Lew cau¬ 
tioned. “These kids haven’t done any¬ 
thing.” To Bucky, he said. “Tell him 
the truth, Bucky. I told you we had 
to stick together.” 

“An’ I said we’d get stuck to¬ 
gether,” the boy muttered. He looked 
at Lefty, then at Inspector Wolfe. 
“Okay, it’s like he said. I went to 
the movies. Then I went back to 
Pelky’s.” 

“At Pelky’s,” Lew reminded, “you 
said you guessed Lefty was at the 
pictures. Then you asked Monk what 
time Lefty went to the Bijou. You 


even knew Roy Rogers was at the 
theater Lefty attended. It was too 
clumsy for me, so I checked up with 
your mother and father. They told 
me what time you went and where. 
So. . . ” 

Bucky shrugged and shifted his 
position. “Okay, so I gave my stub 
to Lefty. I don’t know nothin’ else.” 

“So Lefty wasn’t at the movies all 
the time,” Lew sighed. “Now, where 
was he. and what does he know?” 

“You guys’re tryin’ t’frame me!” 
Lefty protested. 

“No they’re not, kid,” Lew assured 
him. “I phoned the third precinct, 
and they’re bringing in Fay Harris.” 

“You what?” Inspector Wolfe 
gasped. 

“What I said. Phoned the Third, 
and they’re picking up Miss Harris. 
I was fraid she might take a powder.” 

“Now, wait a minute,” Costigan in¬ 
terrupted. “We found a rod back at 
Lefty’s house. If he wasn’t at the 
movies—” 

“Cherchez la femme,’’ Lew quoted 
and laughed. “Sh-h-h-h. . . I think 
we got the thing ready for the laun¬ 
dry right now. Here comes Miss Har- 

HE BLONDE arrived as prophe¬ 
sied, and wore a mask of thor- 
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ough indignation. Rage steeped to¬ 
ward the boiling point within her as 
she spied Eva Strand. Yanking her 
arm free from a plainclothesman’s 
light grasp, Miss Harris rushed across 
the room and snatched up the mink 
coat. 

“That’s mine!” she exclaimed. 

Inspector Wolfe snatched it back 
and tossed it to Miss Strand. 

“There’s your murder motive,” Lew 
exclaimed. “Acute jealousy.” 

“What do you mean?” Fay Har¬ 
ris said indignantly, “Inspector, this 
fugitive from the battle-front was at 
my place a while ago impersonating 
an officer. I demand his arrest.” 

“What is this, Curry? First you 
implicate her in the murder, and 
then impersonate an officer.” 

“The other way around. Inspector,” 
Lew muttered. “Just a minute till I 
call the office.” 

The reporter dialed his office and 
asked for the city editor quick. 

“Got that lead and the banner- 
line?” he asked anxiously and then 
grinned. “Well, here’s the dope. They 
Tust brought in Miss Fay Harris, and 
Inspector Wolfe is ready to make a 
formal charge of first degree mur¬ 
der. . . yes, Jake Bonner.” 

“Curry!” Inspector Wolfe roared. 

“That was the Inspector himself,” 
Lew laughed. “What? . . . Sure my 
outside phone’s still busy. It’ll be 
busy for a few more minutes. That’s 
part of the story, which goes like 
this: 

“Bonner went on the make for Eva 
Strand, but she wouldn’t take the 
bait. . . a fur coat, which Bonner 
evidently had promised to Fay Har¬ 
ris. But the Strand girl made a deal 
to take the coat and be Bonner’s girl, 
provided Bonner cancelled her fath¬ 
er’s debts for horse-racing, now that 
he couldn’t play the nags any more. 

“I don’t know which reneged first 
—Bonner on the debts or the girl on 
the promised affection—but Fay Har¬ 
ris didn’t like the brush-off, so after 
failing to get Bonner back, she plans 
to kill him. . . ” 

“That’s a dirty lie!” Fay Harris 
screamed and started for Lew. He 
held up a hand protectively and con¬ 
tinued. 


“The lady doth protest too much, 
methinks,” he grinned. “Anyway, 
here’s how it went. She rigged up a 
batch of telephone calls for alibis to 
indicate that she was at her apart¬ 
ment. But she’s an old telephone 
operator and knows that if you dial 
a number, it’ll give you a busy sig¬ 
nal, provided the receiver, where you 
dial, is left off the hook. . . What? 

... Sure, that’s why my outside phone 
is still busy. Or maybe it’s not. The 
busy signal only lasts for a half- 
hour, and I timed it from her apart¬ 
ment to Two-twenty Madison. Takes 
about eight minutes, so she could’ve 
got to her place from the murder 
scene in plenty of time. . . ” 

Broken sobs interrupted Lew’s 
graphic explanation. He turned to 
look, and yelled, “Hold the phone!” 

In a single lunge he reached the 
weeping woman’s side and brushed 
her handbag to the floor. He whisked 
it up and handed it to Costigari. 

“Hello, boss?” he called. “She was 
just fumbling in her handbag for a 
Kleenex, which turned out to be a 
gun. Yes! Carrying it right in Police 
Headquarters. Now, here’s the pay¬ 
off : All. the evidence is circumstan¬ 
tial, except for one witness. A kid 
named Lefty Bersner. He went over 
to shoot Bonner, but ran into Fay 
Harris who had done the job. They’re 
all here. Let ’er roll for the Wall 
Street Final, and I’ll call you back for 
a replate.” 

Lew replaced the instrument and 
winked at Costigan. 

The detective was examining a 
small, pearl-handled revolver, which 
he had found in the handbag. 

“Loaded,” Costigan muttered, “but 
it’s the same size.” 

Lew shrugged. “We ought to keep 
this thing quiet till a guy’s paper gets 
out on the street, shouldn’t we. In¬ 
spector?” 

Inspector Wolfe snorted and 
yanked at the bottom of his coat. 

“This is an instrument of the law,” 
he muttered. “Not a newspaper of¬ 
fice. Go on across the street, and we’ll 
call all of you when there’s a state¬ 
ment. And a. . . thanks.” 

(THE END) 




TIIE STRANGE STORY OF 

TWO AMERICAN BOYS 

A Fact Feature 
As Told To Nat Schacner 


The little town of Niantic, Conn, 
is as typically American a community 
as any in the land. The men sail down 
Niantic Bay and out upon the sea for 
fish as did Niantic men for many 
generations before them. They like 
to brag of the grand old whaling days 
and of the older days when swift 
American privateers darted from 
Connecticut harbors to harass enemy 
shipping and strike terror in enemy 
hearts. 

The little town of Hancock Point, 
Me., is just as typically American. 
Here, too, the people fish the popu¬ 
lous ocean as did their forefathers 
before them. They are “Downeasters” 
and proud of their traditions, their 
independence and their fiercely-held 
individuality. 

Two American towns, both front¬ 
ing the same grim sea, inhabited by 
the same sturdy breed of men, fol- 
lov/ing the same perilous trade. Yet 
today heads hang heavily in Niantic 
and hearts are filled with mingled 
shame and rage; while up in Hancock 
Point the bands blare, men walk with 
lifted faces, clap each other on the 
back, and young lads are filled with 
strange ardors and high resolves. 

What happened to occasion such 
startling transformations in two hith¬ 
erto so similar towns? Here is the 
story. 

fgpWENTY-SIX years ago William 
-M. Curtis Colepaugh was born on 
Old Black Point, that stretches like 
a pointing finger out of Niantic town. 
His parents were oldline average 
Americans, in no wise different from 
their neighbors. Young Colepaugh 
passed his childhood in the same en¬ 
vironment as all the other growing 
youngsters of Niantic. He played in 
the same fields, watched the same 
boats go sailing down the bay, at- 
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tended the same church and public 
school. He was thin and frail and 
given to moods. An old Selectman of 
the village recalls him as a peculiar 
youngster with funny ideas.” But lots 
of children seem peculiar to their 
elders and have funny ideas. His face 
was twisted sideways a little; but 
the physical twist of a countenance 
certainly does not connote a similar 
deformity of mind. 

From the public schools of Niantic 
and New London young Colepaugh 
went to the Admiral Farragut School, 
a prep school with naval leanings at 
Toms River in New Jersey. A 
splendid school, and a splendid, nor¬ 
mal American environment, without 
any doubt. 

But here something happened. Un¬ 
knowing to his teachers, perhaps even 
to his fellow students, young Cole¬ 
paugh developed a mental twist as 
well as a physical one. What was' 
responsible for the twist? Adolph 
Hitler’s Mein Kampf. By some chance 
the book fell into his hands, and he 
devoured it in huge, uncritical gulps. 
The thin, peculiar youngster with the 
“funny ideas” found in this hate- 
filled garbage-laden volume more 
“funny ideas.” No lie it contained 
was too big for him to swallow. “Tlie 
Aryans are the master race, All 
others are inferior,” he read with 
rapt attention. Or, inconsistently, 
“The Jews are running the world!” 
He proved to the hilt Hitler’s boast 
that “the bigger the lie, the more peo¬ 
ple would believe in it.” 

Now in Niantic, in his schools, in 
his private life, Colepaugh had met 
few Jews or none. He View nc.i, :,g 
of them, except by report. But by 
the time he.was ready, in 1S38, to en¬ 
ter the Massachusetts Institute of 
Technology he had absorbed Hitler’s 
poison so thoroughly that he ate, 
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breathed and lived in an emotional 
fury of anti-Semitism. He did not 
know then—though he ought to know 
now—that fomenting religious prej¬ 
udice was part and parcel of the Nazi 
scheme to divide the world and con¬ 
quer. 

A T MIT he joined a great na¬ 
tional fraternity. It took a lit¬ 
tle */hile before his frat brothers per¬ 
ceived the full drift of their new 
member’s obsession. It burst all 
bounds that fateful day in September, 
1939 when Nazi Germany started on 
that long career of conquest and 
brutality which Mein Kampf had al¬ 
ready prophesied to an unheeding 
world. “Beautiful Germany!” he 
cried exultantly. “How I admire 
you!” He threw his former caution to 
the winds. He made long, ranting 
speeches to his brothers. When one 
of them tried to put in a favorable 
word for any fellow-student of the 
Jewish faith, Colepaugh flew into a 
rag ,. and dished out all the propa¬ 
ganda poisons concocted by the 
Nazis. 

After a while the boys of the 
fraternity avoided him and left him 
to his own devices. Moody, violent, 
obsessed, he began to drink. He al¬ 
ternated between drunken stupors, 
ravings against the Jews, and wor¬ 
shipful praise of Nazi Germany. Even 
in his school work his obsessions 
showed. He wrote a theme for college 
English on anti-Semitism. The argu¬ 
ments were straight out of Mein 
Kampf. What his instructor said is 
unknown, but Colepaugh was shortly 
thereafter dropped from MIT for 
“unsatisfactory work.” 

The next semester he was readmit¬ 
ted on probation, and dropped again 
in 1940—this time for good. 

His career as an engineer thus un¬ 
timely ended, he took to the sea and 
knocked about for over a year. Then 
came Pearl Harbor and war with 
Germany. By this time, however, 
Colepaugh was so thoroughly indoc¬ 
trinated with Nazi propaganda that 
he hated his own country for daring 
to stand in the conquering path of 
the “Supermen.” He tried to avoid 
the draft—giving false evidence be¬ 


fore his Selective Service Board in 
Boston. In July, 1942, the FBI arrest¬ 
ed him for perjury. The United 
States Attorney in charge of his case 
was lenient. “If you will enlist in the 
Navy,” he told Colepaugh, “I’ll drop 
the matter.” Colepaugh accepted 
eagerly. 

He was sent to the Great Lakes 
Naval Training Station. Less than 
three months later he was “honor¬ 
ably” discharged. What the cause of 
his discharge was officials at the Sta- 
tio were reluctant to tell, but they 
hinted at suspicions of his loyalty. 

Colepaugh returned to the sea. 
Here, among the toiling, danger-rid¬ 
den seamen who manned the vital 
cargo ships, he might be able to stir 
up discontent and trouble. Anti- 
Semitism was his constant theme. 

E vidently, he met with no 
success; American seamen were 
proof against his wiles. He deter¬ 
mined, therefore, on more direct ac¬ 
tion. Back in port again he sought and 
obtained a berth as mess boy on the 
Gripsholm, international exchange 
liner. On January 12, 1944 he sailed 
for Lisbon. The day they anchored in 
that neutral port he jumped ship and 
went immediately to the German 
Consul. He gave the Nazi Salute. 
“Heil Hitler!” he said. “I want to 
join the Elite Guard and work for the 
glory of Dei Fuehrer.” 

The Nazi Consul stared at this ob¬ 
vious American, examined his papers. 
Not even a trace of German ancestry 
in his background! He was sus¬ 
picious. Maybe these dumb Americans 
were getting to be as clever as his 
own Gestapo. 

“Why do you, an Amerikaner, 
want to fight against your own coun¬ 
try?” he asked. 

“I agree with Herr Hitler. He 
showed me the light. All democracies 
are decadent and are run by the 
Jews.” 

“ Ja nodded the Consul. That ex¬ 
plained everything. The Nazi propa¬ 
ganda was working well in America. 
Der Fuehrer had been right. He was 
always right. He had been extremely 
clever in pulling this stuff about 
democracy and the Jews. The Consul 
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sat down and wrote off a note that 
sent Colepaugh to Berlin. 

Enrolled in the Elite Guard, the 
Nazis decided Colepaugh would be 
far more valuable as a saboteur in 
America than he was in Germany. He 
went to school again—not, as in MIT, 
for purposes of peace and civilization 
—this time he studied the arts of 
destruction, disruption, group-hatred 
and division. In Berlin, in Dresden, 
at The Hague—former temple of 
peace—he learned how to assemble a 
short-wave transmitter, how to photo¬ 
graph vital fortifications and war in¬ 
dustries, how to dynamite railroads, 
bridges, factories, how to foment dis¬ 
unity. The Germans are thorough at 
these things, and they made him ex¬ 
pert. 

At The Hague he was introduced to 
Erich Gimpel, fanatical Nazi. “Here 
is your comrade when you go to 
America,” they told him. “He came 
back to the Vaterland from an Amer¬ 
ican internment camp in Texas.” 
They grinned. “Americans are dumb. 
Just because Erich is a civilian they 
exchange him. They don’t know a 
civilian like Erich is more important 
to our cause than a dozen cannon- 
fodder soldiers. He’s a radio-engineer 
and worked for our Telefunken in 
Peru before they interned him. He 
knows sabotage, fa, he knows it 
thoroughly.” They chuckled again. 
“We Nazis never would send back 
an American civilian like Erich. 
That’s why we’ll rule the world.” 

Gimpel was over six feet, fair¬ 
haired, blue-eyed, well-built; he spoke 
English with a mere trace of accent. 
Colepaugh was short, thin, dark, 
twisted and filled with hate. 

N SEPTEMBER 26, 1944, 
U-Boat 1230 slipped quietly out 
of Kiel Harbor. On board were two 
important passengers—William C. 
Colepaugh and Erich Gimpel. In 
small prepared bags they carried the 
following: sixty thousand dollars in 
American cash, loose diamonds, .32 
caliber automatic revolvers, TNT, 
dynamite detonators, fuses, secret 
inks, a camera, a compass, and forged 
papers. The papers were made out in 


the names of William C. Caldwell 
(Colepaugh) and Edward G. Green 
(Gimpel). 

For fifty-four days the submarine 
submerged by day and surfaced by 
night to avoid vigilant Allied patrols. 
Its destination was Hancock Point, 
at the head of Frenchmen’s Bay, on 
the coast of Maine. Guarding the nar¬ 
row entrance to the bay are Bar Har¬ 
bor and Winter Harbor. In pre-war 
days they were famous resorts; now, 
especially in November, they are 
silent and grim. 

The U-Boat cruised outside the bay 
until the moon was full—a proper 
time for landing deadly freight. Full 
moon flooded shore and water on the 
night of November 29th, and the un¬ 
dersea craft slipped through the nar¬ 
rows into Frenchmen’s Bay toward 
Hancock Point. To Colepaugh the 
thin finger of the Point in the moon¬ 
light must have seemed strangely like 
Old Black Point where he was born; 
but now he hated one as much as the 
other. Niantic or Hancock—both 
were American; and therefore he 
cursed them. 

At 11 p. m. on a silver-shining sea, 
the U-Boat surfaced and put out a 
rubber boat. Hastily the two Nazi 
agents got aboard with their precious 
bags, and were rowed ashore. A last 
straight-arm salute, a final “Heil 
Hitler,” and Colepaugh and Gimpel 
scrambled up the rocky headland. 
The boat went back to the sub; the 
sub submerged and departed. 

£ T WAS a wild and desolate shore, 
shadowed with pines, murmurous 
with the incoming tide. No house was 
there, no sign of road or human form. 
But Colepaugh knew - that Route 1 
lay three miles inland, arrowing its 
way toward Bangor, Boston and their 
goal—New York. 

There was fresh, deep snow on the 
ground, and the woods loomed thick, 
but the compass pointed the path and 
they trudged with their bags through 
underbrush and drifts, cursing the 
lack of foresight which had clothed 
them in light topcoats through which 
the keen Maine wind cut to the bone. 

Finlly they broke out of the trees 
and saw Route 1. They turned south 
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on the great highway, their feet 
crunching into the clfan surface of 
the snow. By dawn, they figured, 
they’d find a bus or railroad—then 
on to Boston and New York. 

The headlights of an approaching 
car flashed up the road, caught and 
held them in its angled beam. Cole- 
paugh muttered quickly to Gimpel, 
‘‘Over to the side, Erich, and hide 
your face in your coat collar.” 

The car swerved wide to avoid them 
and passed on. Colepaugh caught a 
glimpse of the driver. “Bah!” he said, 
“It’s a young boy, hardly seventeen. 
He’s alone—maybe coming home from 
a dance. All these damn kids think of 
are dances. We don’t have to worry 
about him.” 

“Ja!” Gimpel agreed. “Our Nazi 
youth are grown men at seventeen. 
They have no time for foolishness 
like silly—what do you Americans 
call it— jittering?” 

“Jitterbugging,” snapped Cole¬ 
paugh. “And don’t call me an Amer¬ 
ican.” 

Had they troubled to look back, 
they would have noticed that the car 
had slowed its rapid pace, and was 
moving steadily, methodically. But 
they didn’t look back. 

In Boston they stopped at the finest 
hotel. "Always stop in the best 
hotels,” the Gestapo had told them. 
“In America it's the safest hiding 
place. Americans worship money.” 

Then on to New York. Again the 
best, most lavish hotels. Here they 
separated, each to a different hotel, 
meeting by appointment. They 
bought New York clothes, fitted for 
the season and for anonymity. They 
bought parts to build a radio trans¬ 
mitter—a part here and a part there, 
to avoid suspicion. They started to 
build it, to establish code communica¬ 
tion with lurking U-Boats for trans¬ 
mission to Germany. They established 
contacts. They frequented bars to 
pick up unguarded bits of informa¬ 
tion. 

Just as they were congratulating 
themselves on their complete security, 
simultaneously and separately, grim¬ 
faced men stepped up to them, tapped 
them on the shoulder. 


“Colepaugh!” 

“Gimpel!” 

“Come along quietly. Federal Bu¬ 
reau of Investigation.” 

They had come to the end of the 
road. 

M OW HAD they been captured? 

What had sent the FBI hot on 
their trail? The FBI does not give 
out all its secrets—but one phase of 
the story at least may be told. Go 
back to midnight Route 1 and the 
young American boy “who thought 
only of jitterbugging.” 

Harvard Merrill Hodgkins was 
born in Hancock Point, Me., seven¬ 
teen years ago. He grew up in an en¬ 
vironment remarkably like that of 
that other boy in Niantic. He played 
with his comrades, watched the fish¬ 
ing boats come up Frenchmen’s Bay 
with their flopping harvests of the 
sea, ate “Ma’s” cookies with gusto 
and went to public school. At an 
early age, however, he joined the Boy 
Scouts, and vowed solemnly that he 
would never disgrace their tenets. 
On my honor I will do my best: To 
do my duty to God and my country, 
and to obey the Scout law; to help 
other people at all times, to keep my¬ 
self physically strong, mentally 
awake, and morally straight. His 
father, Dana Hodgkins, had taught 
him the value of an oath. Dana was 
Deputy Sheriff of Hancock County. 

From the district schoolhouse the 
boy went on to Ellsworth High 
School. He was a good athlete and 
made the teams. He kept up his Scout 
work and hoped some day to become 
an Eagle. Everyone liked him, and he 
liked everyone. Scout studies, ath¬ 
letics, scouting, parties, kept him 
pretty busy. 

On the fateful evening of November 
29th, young Harvard Hodgkins at¬ 
tended a dance some seventeen miles 
away from home. Like most Amer¬ 
ican boys he borrowed “Pa’s” car and 
went his way rejoicing. As the eve¬ 
ning waned it began to snow, and 
young Harvard quit before the dance 
broke up to start for home. It was 
past midnight as he tooled the car 
along Route 1 toward Hancock Point. 
The storm had stopped some time be- 
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fore, a full moon flooded the road, 
and the highway stretched clean and 
white before him. 

He was humming the last tune the 
band had played when, caught in his 
headlights, he saw two men trudging 
along the road toward him, heads 
down, collars up, and heavy bags in 
their hands. Something about them 
struck him as queer as he swung out 
toward the middle of the road to pass 
them by. It was late at night, the 
nearest town was a distance away, 
and they shrank to the edge of the 
woods, averting their faces as he went 
by. But there was something else— 
and he had already left them behind, 
when it flashed upon him. They were 
wearing light top coats. Now no one 
in Maine who isn’t plumb crazy will 
wear a light Spring coat in late 
November. Therefore they weren’t 
natives. Who then were they? 

Young Harvard’s pulses began to 
pound as he unconsciously slowed his 
car. 

Suppose these men were—! 

T HEIR BACK tracks showed plain 
and sharp in the deep snow. He 
slowed his car down to a walking 
pace, watching the deep tracks care¬ 
fully. Ah! There they angled and 
disappeared into the bordering trees. 
These men had come out of the 
woods, walking, carrying bags, at 
midnight! Young Harvard knew the 
lay of the land well. There was noth¬ 
ing behind those woods—except the 
sea! 

Parking his car by the side, he got 
out and plunged into the forest. The 
waning moon and a providential 
flash helped him pick up the trail. It 
led back—and back—until—the snow 
prints ended on the very verge of the 
Point. Beyond lay Frenchmen’s Bay. 

The lad turned and stumbled back 
to his car, started the motor and 
raced for home. “Pa” was Deputy 
Sheriff, but had gone on an over¬ 
night hunting trip; so the boy told 
his tale to “Ma.” 

She listened gravely. It was very 
late now. “We’d better wait for Pa to 
come back,” she finally decided. 


“Pa” on his return found his son 
already past the bursting point. 
“Maybe they’re burglars,” he medi¬ 
tated, after hearing the story. 
“There’re some summer cottages 
around the Point, boarded up for the 
Winter. Those fellows may have 
bust in and stolen whatever they could 
carry in those bags o’theirs. We’ll go 
over first thing tomorrow and look 
around.” 

When “Pa” got back from his trip 
to the Point his face was serious and 
set. “I’m beginning to think you were 
right, son,” He said. “The cottages 
ain’t been touched.” He called Ban¬ 
gor. Young Harvard could hear him 
talking to someone who was obvious¬ 
ly : bi. 

“They’ll be here right away,” said 
“Pa” as he hung up the phone. And 
they were. In the space of a few hours, 
quiet, soft-spoken agents swarmed in 
Hancock Point, listened to Harvard’s 
tale, looked for themselves. Unfortu¬ 
nately rain had washed away all 
signs. Before they left, they shook 
the boy’s hand and warned him not 
to talk. “We’ve been working on this 
for some time,” they said mysterious¬ 
ly- 

The next thing Harvard Hodgkins 
heard of it was when he read the 
headlines in the papers. NAZI 
AGENTS NABBED IN NEW 
YORK. LANDED FROM U-BOAT 
ON MAINE COAST. 

That was all. But it was enough. 
The same day little Hancock Point 
swarmed with reporters, photog¬ 
raphers, important dignitaries, all 
converging on a flustered household 
and a flustered, seventeen-year-old 
boy. 

“What do you expect to be when 
you grow up?” he was asked. 

“Well, first, there’s a war on. As 
soon as I’m old enough—’’ 

“And after the war.” 

“Gee, I’d like to be a G-man!” 

Two American boys — in two 
American towns. Yet one turned 
traitor and the other followed the 
American tradition. 

(THE END) 




Law and Disorder 



FACTS AND FUN 


By Wilcey Earle 


HE DESERVED IT 

About a week before Christmas, 
Pert Kelton, the saucy star of stage, 
screen and radio, was discussing the 
shopping problem with Johnny Mor¬ 
gan, the night club funster who has 
scored so handsomely in radio. 

Pert ventured—“My husband is a 
very busy man, but after considerable 
prodding, I finally got him out to do 
his Christmas shop-lifting.” 

“Is that so?” returned Morgan— 
“what did he get?” 

“Thirty days!” 

BUT HE WASN’T KIDDING, 
EITHER 

As the condemned man walked up 
the gallows steps, he looked at the 
hangman and said—“You slay me.” 

“That” replied the hangman—“is 
noose to me.” 

HE WASN’T SO NUTTY 

It is supposed to have happened at 
a murder trial in a Western city. A 
gent charged with a particularly 
heinous homicide was on trial for his 
life. 

The courtroom was jammed with 
psychologists, alienists, psychiatrists 
and medicos because of a sharp medi¬ 
cal division of opinion as to the 
man’s sanity. 


After a long parade of witnesses, 
the accused finally mounted the 
stand. The defense attorney who 
had just finished cupping an atten¬ 
tive ear to the mouthings of the 
alienists who were to be called by 
him in an effort to prove his client 
was nutty, asked a couple of routine 
questions, and then suddenly shot at 
the man on the stand—“Quick, now, 
who killed Cock Robin?” 

“What?” replied the defendant, to 
the accompaniment of guffaws—“Is 
that all you have to think about? I 
must be crazy to hire a lawyer who 
asks such dopey questions!” 

THAT SHOULD TAKE CARE 
OF IT 

Not so long ago, an attorney in a 
small Southern town was told by his 
client—“I’m writing my bill in equity 
on some very rough paper.” 

“Pay no mind to it,” soothed the 
barrister—“it must be filed before it 
comes into court.” 

A GENTLEMAN TO THE LAST 

Then there was the young fellow 
who had just sat down in the electric 
chair. Before they pulled the switch, 
he was asked if he had any last words 
to say. 

“Yes,” he replied, “all my life I 
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have been a gentleman. If there is a 
lady present—I would like to give 
her my seat!” 

SHE TALKED TOO MUCH 

The judge gave the prisoner before 
the bar a suspended sentence on con¬ 
dition that he didn’t beat up his wife 
again. 

One morning a few weeks later, 
the defendant was sitting on his 
porch peaceful-like, reading the Sun¬ 
day papers, when his wife riled him 
with—“I know why you’re behaving 
yourself lately. It’s because you’re 
afraid of that damned, no-good, 
dried-up old shrimp of a judge.” 

He walloped her again. 

When she hauled him before the 
judge again, the husband’s defense 
was—“Judge, there I was sitting and 
minding me own bizness, but when 
my wife called Your Honour those 
names, I simply had to let ’er have 
it!” 

Case dismissed. 

HE’S VERSATILE 

George Sanders, whose cinemacting 
is out of this world, says he has been 
on both sides of the crime fence—“I 
played so many crooks that I know 
all the questions. I have also played 
so many detectives—that I know all 
the answers.” 

IT’S A WONDER SHE DIDN’T 
GET LIFE 

The judge was hearing a disorderly 
conduct case. A man and his wife 
had had a bit of a rumpus. 

“What happened?” the magistrate 
asked the man. 

The husband replied—“We were 
married two days and had a minor 
argument. All of a sudden, she 
picked up a piece of chocolate cake 
with whipped cream that she had 
just baked and threw it at me, hitting 
me right in the eye.” 

The judge barked at the woman— 
“You are guilty of disorderly con¬ 
duct. The fine will be $15.” 

“But Your Honor,” protested the 
husband looking for a stiffer sen¬ 
tence—“she baked that cake herself.” 


“Oh!” roared the judge. “Assault 
with a deadly weapon!” He turned 
to the quavering'woman and said— 
“I’m changing my verdict—one year 
in the County Jail.” 

HOW TRUE 

It actually happened in an eastern 
courtroom. The judge interviewed 
the alleged murderer, who, to all in¬ 
tents and purposes, was guilty of a 
particularly vicious murder, in his 
chambers, and said—“Life is precious 
—see how you are fighting for 
yours.” 

HE TOOK HIM TOO LITERALLY 

Mr. Jones, whose son’s house had 
just been robbed, rushed excitedly up 
to his friend, Mr. Smith, and cried— 
“Mr. Smith, did you hear about my 
son’s robbery?” 

“No,” replied Mr. Smith—“I knew 
he would get in trouble some day— 
whom has he robbed?” 

INDEED HE HAD 

A few hours after a bombing ‘n 
England, Sir Randolph Tremaine re¬ 
marked to Sir Ian Treverton-Swansea 
—“My dear fellow, our very, very 
good friend, Sir Ronald Cortwright, 
the barrister, has been killed and has 
left very few effects.” 

“How could it be otherwise?” re¬ 
plied Sir Randolph Tremaine—“he 
had so very few causes.” 

JOHN WAS ALWAYS FRANK 

Many years ago John Barrymore 
was playing the prison death scene 
in “Peter Ibbetsen.” 

Every time he “died,” a buxom, 
ruddy-faced woman, evidently a 
staunch Barrymore admirer, would 
stand up and cry “Oh, dear.” This 
happened steadily for a week, with 
Barrymore getting madder and mad¬ 
der. 

He had just died again in the pris¬ 
on scene when the woman again got 
up and sighed “Oh, dear.” 

Barrymore fixed her with a baleful 
eye and brought the house down 
when he looked at her and roared— 
“Oh, nuts.” 
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SURE, I KEEP MY 
WORD 

fly Walter A. JLsiee 

Every mob has its own, paiticuiar code . . . 


W E WERE hiding out at the 
old Seaside Inn, which 
had been closed for a cou¬ 
ple of years, waiting for the heat to 
be turned off, from that last job in 
the big town. 

Me; I’m the boss of the mob, ’cause 
I got more on the ball than any of 
the rest of the boys, and I don’t take 
anything from any of them. I can 
and do take care of my men, too; all 
but this time. The reason I don’t do 
anything this time is the fact that the 
mob does have a certain code. 

I was cleaning my rod and Joe was 
kibitzing about me not knowing how. 
Bill Chevers was playing solitaire, 
and Jinks Maddox and Mile-A-Way 
Williams were playing cribbage 
when we heard the car come up the 
driveway and stop in front of the 
Inn. 

Quick like, I give orders, “Jinks, 
you and Mile-A-Way get in the next 
room, and Bill, you get in the closet. 
Joe and me’ll see who it is.” 

The boys had no more than got to 
their places before a rap came on the 
door. I yelled, “Come in, with your 
hands up. We’ve got you covered 
from the windows.” Of course we 
didn’t have, but the guy outside 
couldn’t know that. He came in with 
his hands up high. 

The stranger was a tall, slim guy 
with blond hair and a square-cut face, 
which was very familiar to me, but 
I couldn’t place him right off. He 
had a killer look about him and you 
could see a rod, ’neath his loose fit¬ 
ting, short sport jacket, in a clip fas¬ 
tened under his arm. 

He looked around and asked, 
“Where are the other three boys, 
Roscoe?” Roscoe Miller, that’s me. 
“Huh!” He sure fooled me with 


that. “How did you know who I am?” 

“Why Roscoe, don’t tell me you 
have forgotten the guy that showed 
you the ropes in this racket?” 

You could have knocked me over 
with a feather, I’m so flabbergasted. 
“You don’t mean Killer Rogers?” 
But I can see it is. “Where have you 
been the last ten years? I thought 
you got yours in Chicago.” 

. He answered with, “Oh! I’ve been 
in retirement and let that story out 
so I wouldn’t have to dodge coppers 
all my life. I’ve been going straight 
for ten years now.” 

“Well, whatta you know,” I says, 
“and what brings you outta retire¬ 
ment now?” 

“Well, I have one more job to do, 
and then I’m going back." 

“Yeah! What’s the job, ’cause may¬ 
be you’ll need more help on it, and 
I’ve got four good boys. I think you 
know Mile-A-Way here, and Joe. 
And there’s Jinks Maddox and Bill 
Chevers who have been with me for 
four years.” This after the boys come 
out of their hiding places. 

“Hi-ya boys.” 

Jinks said, “Ya know, Killer, I’ve 
heard a lot about you and if you need 
any help, count me in.” 

“I’ll let you know later if I need 
any help from you. But right now, 
let’s talk about the old days.” 

S O THEY all set down and I go 
into the kitchen and got out 
some ice, soda and a quart of Scotch, 
then went back into the room where 
they are. 

After taking a chair by the win¬ 
dow, I looked over at the Killer and 
he asked, “Say Roscoe, have you for¬ 
gotten about what I told you about 
killing when you do a job?” 
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You see, when I hooked up with 
the Killer years back, the first thing 
he told me was that he would have no 
killing. If anyone did that against his 
wishes, he might find himself in the 
river with a tub of concrete on his 
feet. No, I don’t know where he got 
the name of Killer, ’cause I don’t 
know he had ever killed. 

Anyway, I run my bunch by the 
same rules, so I answered, “No, I 
haven’t forgotten. We haven’t put the 
slug on anyone yet, and if one of the 
boys does, he’ll have me to answer 
to.” 

“Well, I was just wondering about 
the Sparkle Jewelry Company job 
about a month ago. You know a 
young cop got it that night.” 

“Naw,” I said, “that wasn’t us, 
’cause it was a one man job.” 

“That’s what I heard, but I just 
wanted to see what you thought about 
it. Roscoe, you didn’t know I had a 
kid brother, did you? Yes, I did, and 
I thought the world of him. Gave 
him things I never had. I sent him 
to a private military school and then 
to State University. Now he’s dead. 
That young cop, killed on the jewel¬ 
ry job, was my brother and I want 
the rat that got him.” 

“Yeah, Killer, but that has nothing 
to do with my outfit.” 

“Maybe the guy who killed my 
brother doesn’t know it, but the po¬ 
lice knows who it was, but hasn’t 
been able to pick him up. At least, 
the police knows what he is called. 
You see, before my brother died he 
told his partner the guy’s name. Now, 
I want him.” 

“Sure and we’ll help you, Killer. 
Just tell me who it was and we’ll get 
him for you.” 

“I don’t want you to get him for 
me, ’cause I’ll do my own getting. All 
I want from you is your word that 
you’ll just leave me be when I get 
him, ’cause I’ve been knowing you 
an awful long time, and I don’t want 
any trouble with you.” 

“O. K. Killer, that’s the least I can 
do.” I answered. “You got my word 
that you won’t be bothered by my 
bunch. But you’re rusty with a rod 
now and you’d better let me do it.” 


I T WAS finally dawning on me 
that the Killer was looking for 
one of my own boys. I liked the Kill¬ 
er, so I hoped it wasn’t Joe, ’cause 
Joe could out-draw and out-shoot the 
Killer any day of the week. 

The Killer sighed and turned to 
Mile-A-Way .Williams, and said, 
“O. K. Mile-A-Way, it’s your hand, 
so play it out. I’ll give you just five 
seconds and then I’m gonna gut-shoot 
you, just like Bud got it.” 

Mile-A-Way screamed, “Roscoe, 
stop him,” and looked at me, but I 
just shook my head no. 

Mile-A-Way was fast, but not fast 
enough. His hand dove for his rear 
pocket for the .38 he carried there. 
From where I was it looked as tho’ 
the Killer’s hand moved not one inch. 
His gun, a light .32, seemed to jump 
into his hand and start blasting of 
its own accord. He poured three slugs 
into Mile-A-Way and waited for him 
to fall. 

After it was over, Killer turned to 
me and said, “Thanks Roscoe, for 
keeping your word, like you said you 
would. If any of you ever need help, 
look me up.” 

He stuck out his hand to me, but I 
shook my head and said, “I think 
you’d better go. Killer. I gave you 
my word and I’ll keep it, but you get 
out.” 

The Killer walked out, got in his 
car and drove away. 

Joe said, “What are you gonna do. 
Boss?” 

“Nothing.” 

You see, we do have a certain code. 
Sure, I keep my word. I gave it and 
I’ll keep it. But you see, Mile-A- 
Way’s real name was not Williams, 
but Miller. Do you expect me to 
shake hands with the guy who had 
just killed my brother? 

(THE END) 
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Simon Poie, newshawk, covers a feature story where too much money leads 

to too much murderl 

A COMPLETE MYSTERY NOVEL 


CHAPTER I 

T HE DRIVER of the station 
taxi guided it around a curve 
before he deigned to answer 
Simon Pole’s question. “Nope, 
couldn’t say whether Martha Gellert 
is a looker or homely as the hind side 
of a mud fence, mister. As far as 
we down in Dalyville are concerned, 
she’s the invisible woman. Maybe 
she don’t exist, for all we know!” 

Pole let his flat, boyish body slump 
deeper in the seat, brushing cigaret 
ask from his baggy Oxford gray suit. 
He shoved the snapbrim hat halfway 
back on his loose black hair. His 
snub-nosed face with the bland baby¬ 
ish expression was disarming though; 
actually, he questioned the whole 
cockeyed world as to its reason for 
existence. The lazy way he dropped 
another question was misleading too. 
“Well, I don’t suppose you get many 
calls up to the Gellert place anyway, 
eh?” 

The driver took his time about 
expectorating through the side win¬ 
dow before answering this time. “I 
get up to Windy Acres quite oc¬ 
casional, mister. . . .Made two trips 
up here yesterday. Took quite a 
batch. . . .They was private guards 
. . .from a detective agency down in 
the city.” 

Simon Pole didn’t give a flicker. 
“That so?. . . .Probably staging a 
party. Doubtless doesn’t mean any¬ 
thing else,” he prodded. He was 
eager for local gossip and opinion 
concerning Miss Martha Gellert, 
mystery heiress to one of the nation’s 
large fortunes and practically a re¬ 
cluse in the bargain. The more he 
learned in advance the more back¬ 
ground he would have to use for his 
magazine article. 

“A party? Not unless it’s a shoot¬ 
ing party. And they had some shoot¬ 
ing up here to Windy Acres; I know 
that, mister!” 

Pole had been dreamily speculating 
on what it would feel like to shake 
hands • with approximately twenty 
seven million dollars. She doubtless¬ 


ly had five fingers and flesh like any¬ 
body else. It was Marion back at 
the office who gave you that dif¬ 
ferent feeling when you brushed her 
hand or perhaps her cheek. She— 
Then the significance of the Daly¬ 
ville hackie’s words hit him. He came 
up off the seat quickly but main¬ 
tained his drawl. 

“Some crank or camera man lurk¬ 
ing around, eh?” 

“Never heard of either one of them 
kind trying to shoot their way in, 
did you?” 

Poie shrugged, playing the unim¬ 
pressed role. “Shoot his way in? It 
was probably just a blowout heard 
by some gent with a lively imagina¬ 
tion.” 

T HE TAXI driver was really 
roused then. He said bluntly 
that it was Harley, the town postman, 
coming home from Honeyeye Falls 
who’d seen the flashes of the guns 
night before last. And when the 
police chief stopped at Windy Acres, 
he was told it was a carekeeper shoot¬ 
ing at a prowler around the chicken 
house. 

“And maybe it wasn’t that either,” 
he went on loudly as he read the 
skepticism on Pole’s face. “Because 
the county vet was spending the 
night in the barn with a sick colt and 
claims somebody almost blowed 
off the head of Culbone, the superin¬ 
tendent. . . .Somebody shooting outa 
the dark. And now they imported a 
small army of city guards for the 
place, so figure it out!” 

Pole had an uneasy feeling along 
the backbone of his five-foot-six car¬ 
cass. He had come up here to do an 
article on the private life of Martha 
Gellert, the “mystery millionairess.” 
From a distance, it had promised to 
be a two-three day loaf in the lap of 
luxury. But now, if the place had 
been converted into an armed camp 
with the usual Gellert wall raised 
against publicity, the whole thing 
would be a washout. 

Again that jab of doubt about the 
advisability of accepting the assign- 
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ment pricked him. It had been 
damned strange that old slick-eared 
Hap Pitman, his managing editor, 
hadn’t hogged such a fat assignment 
for himself. Perhaps that. twenty- 
four-hour-per-day wolf had sent him 
off on a wild goose chase just to have 
an inside track with the lush Marion 
for a few days. 

His thoughts broke off as they 
lurched onto a tree-fringed side dirt 
road. A sign proclaimed these were 
the private grounds of Windy Acres. 
Five minutes later they emerged 
from a patch of woods with a wide 
patch of field stretching before them. 
Beyond it, on a low rise of lawn, 
stood the Gellert farm. It was a pure 
white place sprawling under a green 
shingle roof. To each end of the 
original building had been tacked 
wings at right angles. It gave the 
whole place the *ook of a capital ‘I” 
from an air view. It was far from 
ostentatious. Then the village hackie 
was drawing up, and two of the pri¬ 
vate guards, huskies with guns in hol¬ 
sters on full view on their hips, came 
striding from a shack screened by the 
foliage of the woods. 

. They recognized the driver and 
asked Pole for his credentials. It 
was very like being halted at some 
European border by custom officials. 
Pole passed over his official invita¬ 
tion to Windy Acres. A white rec¬ 
tangle, it stated that one Simon Pole, 
accredited representative of the 
magazine, News Names, was invited 
to Windy Acres at two P. M. that 
day. The two of them gave it every¬ 
thing but the smell test. The taller 
one re-entered the shack and Pole 
could see him phoning the main 
house. 

W HEN he returned to the taxi, 
Pole was ordered out. One 
opened and inspected Pole’s over¬ 
night bag while the other ran an ex¬ 
pert hand over him to see if he car¬ 
ried any weapons. Only then were 
they allowed to proceed along the 
road flanking the field. They turned 
into the bluestone drive by the south 
wing. The driver gestured toward a 
tall black-headed man striding across 
the grounds. He was coming from 


a guest cottage dimly seen through 
the shubbery up the slope behind the 
house. 

“Dr. Mackleberry, Miss Gellert’s 
physician,” said the driver. “And 
for my money he needs a doctor him¬ 
self!” Then the car was jolting up 
before the main door. The driver 
swung out Pole’s bag, snapped up the 
money, and was wheeling off before 
the writer quite realized it. 

Pole glanced around, half expect¬ 
ing a liveried butler to materialize. 
None did. He whistled softly. 
“Something about this assignment 
has that phoney smell. And why 
should a healthy, twenty-two year 
old wench like Martha Gellert need 
a private doctor. . . He walked up 
onto the roofless flagstone stoop and 
pushed the bell. He gave it a triple 
ring when nothing happened after 
two minutes. Then he saw the door 
was ajar and shouldered it into a big 
dim vestibule. A large figure was 
entering it from the main hall, draw¬ 
ing on a checkered sports jacket. He 
was tucking something into a sheath 
beneath one armpit. At sight of 
Pole, he jerked the hand down and 
came to attention. 

“Mr. Pole, I believe! Delighted 
to have you at Windy Acres. I am 
Adam Culbone, superintendent.” He 
beamed from a large-boned face ex¬ 
tremely wide across the cheekbones 
and running down to a sharp-tipped 
but heavy jaw. His light blue eyes 
were wide in a weathered healthy 
face, wide and guileless. “Delighted,” 
he said again. 

But Simon Pole had seen what he 
was tucking under his left armpit. 
It had been an automatic going into 
a shoulder sling. . . . 

CHAPTER II 

C ULBONE was one of those 
men who made a business of 
keeping himself physically fit, 
his body as clean of excess weight as 
a hound’s tooth. But it wasn’t for 
the sake of fitnes_ itself, for the 
benefit of his body. It was to have 
that body ready for use. Pole 
sensed that; every inch of the super¬ 
intendent’s frame radiated a veiled 
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leashed belligerence despite his 
toothy smile. 

“Your health, Mr. Pole,” Culbone 
said, lifting his Scotch and soda. 

They were in the card room just to 
one side of the front door before en¬ 
tering the library, Culbone behind 
the small bar, Simon Pole opposite 
him across the counter. Pole de¬ 
cided that the person who had tried 
to get Culbone night before last, ac¬ 
cording to the story, had been smart; 
he had used a gun. Tackling Cul¬ 
bone with anything less would be a 
left-handed attempt at suicide. Pole 
lifted his glass, the liquid a much 
darker shade than that in the other 
man’s. Culbone had put barely a 
splash of whisky in his. “Same to 
you.” 

Then Culbone’s light eyes sliced 
past Pole to somebody out in the 
dimness of the big hall. It was a 
woman. Pole saw her head jerk back 
from the inclination of a nod. There 
was a flash of spectacle lens, and she 
was gone. But she wasn’t the white- 
haired maid who had taken his bag 
upstairs, Pole knew. The maid 
hadn’t worn glasses. 

A door over in the other corner of 
the room was slapped open so forci¬ 
bly it banged twice against the wall. 
“ ‘Lafayette, we have come.’ And 
how the hell are everybody’s an¬ 
cestors today?” And Dr. Hugo 
Mackleberry bounced in. 

He was tall, flat-bodied, bony 
without being lank. His forehead 
was so high he seemed half bald. 
Above it ong thin crinkly black hair 
stood up like upholstery springs. 
From behind thick-lensed glasses, 
buglike eyes, constantly flickering 
about, surveyed the universe with a 
surprised gleam. An eighteen carat 
whack, Pole appraised him at once. 
And a phoney, in the bargain; that 
hair was dyed to hide his age. The 
fellow doubtlessly specialized in a 
bedside manner, Pole decided. Then 
he was shaking hands, conscious 
briefly of the physician’s surprising¬ 
ly powerful grip, as Culbone intro¬ 
duced them. 

“ ‘Dr. Livingston, I presume,’ ” 
quipped Mackleberry as the restless 
eyes rolled over Pole once. “So nice 


having you here. Do come back 
soon. . . .Mine’s brandy, Adam, as 
usual. Hey—” The move was so 
quick Pole was amazed. Mackleberry 
was across to th' sir. ill bar and, ap¬ 
parently without effort, snatching 
the Courvoisier bottle from Culbone’s 
hand. He tripled the amount the 
estate superintendent had in the 
glass. “I detest having my liquor 
drowned, Culbone, and you know 
it!” 

A DAM CULBONE’S answer was 
in a whisper as he seized the 
doctor by the lap Is of his black 
broadcloth suit. But Simon Pole was 
fairly adept at lip-reading and he got 
it without hearing. ‘You drunken 
sot!” Culbone said to the doctor. 
“Get a grip on your big mouth. . . . 
We’re all skating on very, very thin 
ice now, fool. You, included!” 
Then CullSone was beaming over at 
Simon Pole. “The doctor, he treats 
brandy as medicine, you know.” 

“Don’t make me sound like a 
damned ass, Adam!” Mackleberry 
emptied the glass with a lusty, gar¬ 
gling effect, sputtered, then began to 
do a series of rapid knee bends. He 
ended up in an unsteady crouch to 
careen against a red leather chair. 
“Hah! Brandy makes the heart 
pound, they say. So I help it along 
with a head start. Hate to strain 
my—uh—brandy. Hah!” 

Culbone chuckled, but he looked as 
if he regretted the fact that Mackle- 
berry’s parents did not eat their 
young. Simon Pole was beginning to 
wonder if he had stumbled into an 
asylum. He said: 

“I hope I’m not intruding too much. 
We weren’t aware that Miss Gellert 
was ill.” 

Culbone parted his jaws but the 
bouncing doctor beat him to words. 
“Not at all, not at all. She’s in the 
best of health. The very best! I 
just hang around here getting paid 
for nothing. Nice feeling, too.” He 
grimaced drunkenly. “That’s what 
the girl said when—” 

“Doctor, please!” A slim, efficient¬ 
looking girl with horn-rimmed 
glasses came into the room, marched 
would have described it better. She 
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wore a severe tailored gray suit sev¬ 
eral inches longer in the skirt than 
the current style; it hid legs that 
positively exuded glamor. Her dark 
hair, parsed in the center, was drawn 
severely back to a Psyche knot. She 
seemed to be trying to look older and 
far less attractive than she actually 
was. It fitted the mental picture 
Simon Pole had of the mysterious 
orphaned heiress, Martha Gellert. 

Then Culbone was saying, “And 
this is Miss Seemone, Miss Gellert’s 
private secretary. Mr. Pole of News 
Names, my dear.” 

‘Hiya, Bette!” crowed Mackle- 
berry. “See-mone—sounds like the 
name of a foghorn, doesn’t it, Pole? 
Hah! Someday I’m going to have my 
own private foghorn and only sound 
it on clear, sunny days! Won’t folks 
be baffled? Hah!” 

“Don’t be a fool, Hugo,” Bette 
Seemone said caustically. “Or per¬ 
haps I should say, don’t be yourself, 
dear doctor. For once!” 

“Hah! Love to see people baffled. 
Their lower jaws drop and you can 
get such a beautiful view of their 
tonsils. Why—” 

“Shall we go into the library, Mr. 
Pole? Miss Gellert will be down in 
a few minutes.” The secretary led 
the way out the corner door and 
down the two flat steps to the li¬ 
brary-living room that formed the 
south wing. A little thought was re¬ 
volving in the magazine feature- 
writer’s mind. Why would a practi¬ 
cal hermit like Martha Gellert, 
famous for the cloistered life she led 
more than anything else, need a pri¬ 
vate secretary? The glow of the 
horizon-crowding sun stained the 
long cheerful room and tinged the 
lens of Bette Seemone’s glasses. And 
then Pole knew she was the woman 
in the hall who had given some kind 
of a signal to Culbone before. 

F AR behind in the card room, as 
the double swinging doors flipped 
back and forth, came Culbone’s hard 
controlled tones as he berated the 
doctor. Then Mackleberry broke in 
and his voice was not subdued. 

“By the way, Adam, did you check 
on his bags?” 


“Yes, yes. Of course. Bette did. 
And keep your damn voice down or 
. . .” Then Culbone’s own voice 
dropped. 

Bette Seernone was studying Pole 
as he jerked his head back forward 
too late, betraying the fact that he 
had overheard. She smiled with a 
mouth lush despite the complete ab- 
sense of lipstick. 

“No, it isn’t ten-twenty-thirty mel¬ 
odrama, Mr. Pole. I did examine 
your bag, of course. We have to be 
very careful. No photographs of 
Miss Gellert are ever permitted, of 
course. You understand' I was just 
making certain you were not carrying 
a camera.” 

Pole mumbled something as they 
moved across the big room. It was 
spacious without being vaultlike, 
French windows, giving onto a ter¬ 
race overlooking the rear of the 
grounds, running across one end. Sol¬ 
idly filled bookshelves comprised one 
wall. The furniture was good if 
slightly on the massive side. It was 
what one would have expected in the 
country home of a well-to-do family. 
The Orientals were old, the kind that 
have been handed down from one 
generation to another. In a prim 
clipped voice, Miss Seemone was say¬ 
ing something about how much time 
the heiress spent in this room. 

Pole’s mind had gone back to the 
photograph angle. It was well known 
that no photographs for publication 
we re permitted. Martha Gellert was 
the girl who was faceless to the out¬ 
side world. People, aside from her 
intimate staff, did not know what she 
looked like. He himself had seen 
Editor Pitman’s letter to Donald 
Salvin, her business manager sol¬ 
emnly affirming no attempts to take 
pictures of Miss Gellert would be 
made. Strange they felt they’d had 
to search his bag to—Then it came to 
him, worming into his mind. Had 
they been searching for a camera— 
or something else. . . . 

H E LOOKED back over his 
shoulder at the card room he 
had just quitted. Dr Hugo Mackle¬ 
berry stood with a foot blocking open 
one of the swing doors. A coin he 
kept tossing glittered. The way he 
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did it was very neat, flipping it up 
off his thumbnail, then twisting his 
hand around to catch it behind his 
arm as it descended behind his shoul¬ 
der. He did it repeatedly without 
looking, smiling down at Pole and 
Miss Seemone. It was a matter of 
co-ordinated timing and manual dex¬ 
terity strange for a man who ap¬ 
peared half intoxicated and unable 
to keep his voice down when men¬ 
tioning a secret. 

Before Pole could figure it, a 
brown-haired skull appeared rising a 
foot from his left side. It was a 
slight dapper man coming out of 
a heavily - upholstered high - backed 
chair facing in the other direction. 
He turned to the visitor with a cour¬ 
teous half-questioning smile. Pole 
knew right away this was Salvin, 
formerly secretary to Martha Gel- 
lert’s father, now -manager of her 
affairs. He was in his late thirties, 
perfectly groomed in a conservative 
business suit, with muddy brown eyes 
set in a mild face that looked fresh 
from a barber’s ministrations. Pole 
had seen his picture in the papers. 

“Ah, yes, Mr Pole. . . .” He re¬ 
leased his limp grip on Pole’s hand 
and walked over to the long refectory 
table. Shuffling aside some papers 
there before another of the large 
high-backed chairs like the one he 
had seemed to materialize out of 
thin air from, he picked up a photo¬ 
graph. Pole’s deceptively lazy glance 
showed him it was a picture of him¬ 
self. They certain did not overlook 
any angles up here at Windy Acres. 
“Yes, you’re the man all right.” Sal¬ 
vin walked back and shook hands 
again. He might have just stepped 
out of a corporation directors board 
meeting. “Yes, you’re the man.” 

“Nice to know I am who I thought 
I was,” Pole pave him back, babyish 
face creasing in the slow smile. He 
liked Salvin if only because the man 
seemed completely normal and busi¬ 
nesslike. He reminded Pole of a 
knife edge, to the point, clean, effi¬ 
cient. 

“You come out of the ground in the 
strangest places,” said Culbone as he 
strode in after the doctor. “You’re 
like something that lives under a 
rock, D. J. Always bobbing up out 


of nowhere.” He seemed irritated 
that Salvin had taken over charge. 

Regarding him without a flicker of 
emotion, Salvin ran a hand unhur¬ 
riedly over his glossy meticulously 
parted hair. “I thought I gave in¬ 
structions, Culbone, that Mr. Pole 
was to be brought to me as soon as 
he arrived.” 

“I’m not your flunky,” Culbone 
came back. . “I am—” 

“And I, apparently, am the least 
important member of this menage!” 
It was Martha Gellert herself, enter¬ 
ing from the hall beneath the heavy 
arched woodwork of the wide door¬ 
way. 

CHAPTER III 

S HE WAS a petite figure in navy 
slacks and a maroon turtle neck 
sweater, flat-hipped. The long 
brown-haired bob, swept to one side 
of her head and touching a shoulder, 
gave her a gamin quality. She wasn’t 
beautiful, but dark blue, sloe eyes 
that took in a man with the unhurried 
sweep of perfect poise made Simon 
Pole’s pulse-rate rocket. 

Then she was over before him, ex¬ 
tending a hand in a natural gesture 
of comradeship, looking up as she 
impatiently shook the hair back from 
her cheek. “Nice to see you, Mr. Pole. 
So you’ve come to bare the secret life 
of the mystery heiress to the Turkish 
towel millions, eh ... I hope you 
won’t find it too dull—I know I do.” 
She sniffed, looking around as she 
smiled. “Somebody here smells like 
a brewery, and I’m dying of thirst.” 

Mackleberry said he’d be delighted 
to fix another round of drinks. The 
Gellert heiress said she only wanted 
some charged water. Pole seconded 
that, explaining he .vasn’t used to 
strong stuff. It was part of the naive 
role Pitman had ordered him to adopt 
—improved the chances of getting a 
more intimate picture of the private 
life of the heiress; they wouldn’t be 
apt to be on guard so much with an 
apparently ingenuous cub on the 
scene. Recalling the instructions 
brought back Hap Pitman and his 
wolfing ways. And that made Pole 
think of Marion Lake again. 
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“—so it’s really a very simple life 
we lead here, Mr. Pole,” Martha Gel- 
lert was saying. “And I believe 
you’re getting bored already.” 

He caught himself back to the 
present and put on a grin, added 
something complimentary. Martha 
Gellert was young and attractive in 
a striking simple way. He had heard 
she was brown-haired and small—but 
there was somethi t else. She had 
a cold poise for a girl who had been 
a recluse for almost two years. And 
there was a certain intangible hard 
aura about her, it didn’t fit, somehow. 

Then Mackleberry came prancing 
back with a trayload of drinks. When 
he’d passed them, he sloshed his 
down with the gargling sound effect, 
whacked Bette Seemone over the 
back so her glasses almost jumped 
off, then barged practically between 
Pole and the heiress. 

“Martha,” he said very clearly, “my 
dear, you are looking much better to¬ 
day. Much, much better, better than 
yesterday. You’ll be as fit as ever in 
another week. Well, got to run along 
now.” And he did, making a short 
sprint and sliding precariously on 
the waxed floor beside one of the 
Orientals as he headed for the door¬ 
way. 

C ULBONE’S lips flattened across 
his big teeth. “If that idiot 
doesn’t stay away from the bottle, 
I’ll—” 

Salvin opened a metal cigaret case 
with a loud snap. “I believe you had 
a matter to attend to out on the 
grounds, Culbone.” Salvin passed 
the case. Martha refused, saying 
“Ugh-h-no, — not cork tips.” They 
were cork tipped cigarets, Pole saw, 
as he accepted one. 

Culbone’s eyes were fencing with 
the level stare of the business man¬ 
ager’s. Those two, plainly, were 
duelling for dominance. “There is a 
matter—a matter I’d like to take up 
with you, in your office, Salvin,” he 
came back. 

“Miss Seemone and I have to check 
over some figures. Sorry, Culbone.” 

The superintendent strode out 
after nodding to Martha Gellert. 
The way Culbone’s leather heels spat 


against the bare floor bespoke hjs 
boiling feelings. Salvin smiled smug¬ 
ly and said something about the news 
report as he started for the radio. 

“I thought you and Bette had 
some figures to go over!” There 
was a sharpness to the heiress’ voice 
that seemed to jump like an electric 
spark through the atmosphere. 
“Didn’t you, D. J.? Or—are you 
afraid to let Mr. Pole question me 
alone?” A corner of her mouth 
quirked in a smile; but it was sham 
nice acting. There was a veiled chal- 
enge beneath the words. She added, 
with a coquettish lift of the eye¬ 
brows, “Or perhaps Mr. Pole is 
afraid to be alone with me!” 

Salvin inclined his head, bland¬ 
ness personified. He and Bette 
Seemone went out of the library, the 
secretary striding along mannishly. 
Martha Gellert slowly stubbed out 
the cork tipped cigaret Salvin had 
left in the ashtray. A soft sigh es¬ 
caped from her parted lips. 

“Really, Mr. Pole, I’m afraid 
you’ve made this trip for nothing. 
I’ll do my best to co-operate, but 
there just is no story.” She spoke 
steadily, without emphasis, and 
without looking his way. “It’s the 
familiar refrain, of the bird in the 
gilded cage. You see how they 
hedge me in, guard me, practically 
strangle me with their good inten¬ 
tions.” 

“But, Miss Gellert, you’ve chosen 
the life—or shall I say, the career 
— of a recluse,” Pole inserted 
gently. 

H ER slim shoulders in the ma¬ 
roon sweater shrugged weari¬ 
ly. It was a pitiful gesture, touch¬ 
ing the chord of protectiveness in 
any normal male. “What choice? 
How would I ever know whether 
people were interested in me, just 
me—or my money.” 

“I see.” Pole put plenty of sym- 
patico into the words. But he was 
telling himself, “The old corny jive. 
Even on ice, it’s stale.” 

“You have no idea, my dear man, 
what it’s like to be a walking dollar 
sign—to have people whisper and 
point and gape everywhere you turn 
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and—” It was the strains of a 
dance orchestra, over the radio she 
had turned on, that cut off her voice. 
She was back beside Pole in a few 
quick-swinging strides. “I’m sure 
you’d like to see the greenhouse. It 
will give you background for your 
article, Simon Pole.” Her eyes cut 
toward the dim hall. And there was 
a quick catch of her breath. “Come 
with me—quickly.” 

Then she was hurrying the length 
of the room and throwing open one 
of the French windows giving onto 
the flagstoned terrace. He went out 
after her into the early dusk of the 
waning day. They stepped onto the 
velvety turf of the lawn back of the 
big place and moved up the gentle 
slope. Once she cast a look forward 
at the windows along the rear of 
the house, little brackets of grim¬ 
ness outlining the corners of her 
mouth. They cut over to a brick 
pathway leading toward a row of 
young poplars that ran at right an¬ 
gles. Beyond the poplars stood the 
big greenhouse, its glass-paned sides 
and roof dull, russet in the ebbing 
light. Pole had already guessed 
there was something she wanted to 
tell him, something she wanted no¬ 
body else to overhear. 

She led the way through a door 
at one end of the structure built in 
the form of a right angle, stepped 
into the work shed. An aged gar¬ 
dener appeared out of the gloom, 
tugging at his cap. 

“ ‘Evening, Miss Gellert. Shall I 
turn on the lights?” 

“N-no—no, thank you, Claude. It 
—it seems less artificial this way. I 
can turn on the individual lights 
wherever I please. You’re leaving 
now?” Her smile was one of relief 
when the man nodded. She led the 
way into the greenhouse proper as 
he closed the outer door after him. 

Moist warm air redolent with an 
almost sickening perfume, like a 
breath from the tropics, gently 
fanned Pole’s face. He scowled as 
he raked his loose dark hair. The 
heavy incense produced by many 
flowers in a confined space always 


reminded him of funerals. The 
fronds of a dwarfed palm tree 
brushed his arm. Ahead, Martha 
Gellert pointed out various blooms 
as she passed along, identifying 
them in an absent-mindedly voice. 
But her head kept jerking from side 
to side as she peered through the 
glass as if watching for some Peep¬ 
ing Tom on the outside. The hard 
blood-red buds of roses poked up 
out of the gloom at Pole. 

T HERE were two aisles running 
along either side of a center 
section. Martha had led the way up 
the one on the right side. As they 
approached the turn of the L-shaped 
structure where one wing bent 
away from the main house, Pole 
made out the trunk of a giant vine 
that, gnarled and twisted in loops, 
finally made its way out through a 
vent in the roof. 

“Wisteria,” Martha mentioned. 
“Father planted it when he was just 
a lad. It’s practically a family heir¬ 
loom now. The trunk is formed to 
make a natural seat on the other 
side.” She pointed. But lush trop¬ 
ical ferns, rising to several feet 
around the base, hide the view from 
that angle. She turned left up the 
other wing of the place, walking 
still faster. Outside, the wind, ris¬ 
ing with the sunset, soughed about 
the glass canopy. 

They reached the end of that part 
of the “L.” Martha whipped around 
abruptly a few yards beyond the 
wooden platform in the aisle. She 
opened her mouth to speak when a 
puff of chill air fanned them faint¬ 
ly. Leaves around them stirred a 
little. Her face stiffened. 

“Mr. Pole, please see if anybody 
just came in. Please.” 

As he turned and strode down the 
other aisle, he was aware of the 
tense, slightly paniced note in her 
voice. He stumbled just as he 
reached the turn and had passed the 
huge wisteria before he recalled the 
natural formed seat she’d said was 
there. Glancing back, he blinked in 
the gloom, then recognized the fig¬ 
ure in the seat by the gray suit. 
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Bette Seemone, the social secretary. 
“Hello, Miss Seemone.” He was 
moving on when he wondered if the 
Seemone woman might be the very 
one Martha feared for some reason. 
Pausing, he looked back and added, 
“Nice here, isn’t it Peaceful and—” 
Then he realized she had not re¬ 
sponded to his first greeting, and 
there was something unnatural about 
the tilt of her bent head, as if she 
were studying something on her lap. 
Only there was nothing on her lap. 
As an uneasiness flooded him, he 
backed two steps awkardly and bent, 
repeating her name in a voice 
hushed instinctively. There was no 
response again. Then he was down 
so he could see the averted face, the 
glassily-staring eyeballs, and the one 
hand shoved through the ropelike 
loops of the vine and clutching a 
broken-off fern frond. He found 
himself with his cigaret lighter out. 
He snapped it on for illumination. 
In the glow was revealed the white 
ascot ripped down from one side of 
her neck. Around her throat were 
the purplish bruises left by strong 
fingers. There were bruises from 
blows on her face, too. 

Bette Seemone was quite dead 
. . . strangled . . . 

CHAPTER IV 

T HE gust of his pent-up breath 
when he released it extin¬ 
guished the lighter. Pole 
heard one of his knee joints creak 
as he straightened. She must have 
been there, just like that, dead, when 
they passed by on the other side of 
the seat. He flashed a glance over 
his shoulder. Up there in the dim¬ 
ness at the end of the greenhouse, 
Martha Gellert had her back to him 
as he stared out into the descending 
night. 

A faint sound as of a moving ob¬ 
ject brushing against something 
soft and pliable came to him like the 
echo of a whisper. He remembered 
how the lush plants, overhanging the 
aisle, had rubbed against him on his 
way in. The next moment he had 
faded silently back from the corpse 


into the ell that right-angled off 
from the part leading from the en¬ 
trance. 

Seconds were sore-footed snails 
moving through molasses as he 
waited, hardly breathing. Some¬ 
thing metallic caught his roving 
eyes as it gleamed faintly at the 
dead woman’s feet. He finally dis¬ 
tinguished it as a vanity that had 
fallen from the girl’s bag, a black 
antelope envelope-style affair, that 
lay across one of her shoes. Then 
he heard the soft slither of other 
shoes, cautious, stealthy, as they 
crept up the brick-paved aisle from 
the entrance to the' greenhouse. 

A swirling nausea had Pole’s 
stomach tilting as the fact of the 
death, the murder, settled into him; 
his teeth locked hard against the 
fear mounting with the approach of 
this intruder. Then he could stand 
the suspense no longer. Carefully, 
inch by inch, he edged his head 
around the corner of the raised shelf 
of flower bed built against the side 
wall. 

Pole made out the tall large form 
of the man in the aisle a few yards 
off. A short length of metal, pro¬ 
truding from one of the man’s 
hands, glimmered faintly. A gun. 
Pole was unable to make out his fea¬ 
tures. 

Something warned the other. 
Soundlessly he whirled and was 
running almost silently back down 
the aisle. Pole flung out from the 
corner, crouched, hesitating a mo¬ 
ment. His right hand gripped the 
raised wooden sideboard of the flow¬ 
er bed tensely. The fleeing one 
passed a lighter space where some 
sprouting bulbs replaced the plants 
lining the glowed sides and cutting 
off the faint grayish glow left of the 
day. In that moment, Pole was cer¬ 
tain he recognized the checkered 
sports jacket of Adam Culbone, the 
superintendent. Pole was thinking 
of the fact the man carried a gun 
as he tried to decide about follow¬ 
ing. 

T HE FINGERS clawed over the 
sideboard touched chill metal. 
Pole’s eyes sliced over and he saw 
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the snub-nosed .32 couched in the 
black moist earth beneath the fan¬ 
like leaves of the geraniums. He 
had it and was going down the 
path after the fugitive. Running 
crouched, he got into the heavy 
blackness of the shed and saw the 
door gaping open. When he rushed 
through, crouched over, the night 
wind smote him like a veritable blow, 
pushing him off balance a moment. 
Leaves, invisible in the darkness, 
danced wantonly across the grass 
with a steady noisy crackle. Over¬ 
head the tree branches clashed and 
clicked like rattling bones. Oc¬ 
casionally, in a fresh gust, a dead one 
would snap off with a pistol-like re¬ 
port. It seemed as if Nature itself 
were out to drown the sounds of the 
fugitive’s flight. 

Head swivelling, Pole looked to 
his right and saw what had seemed a 
bush move, move further, then pro¬ 
gress swiftly several yards. As hte 
ran for it, he cried out something. 
The other raced up the slope away 
from the rear of the house. 

Pole had gone about fifty yards. 
He was just wondering if he had 
lost his man when he saw a pair of 
legs scissor through a faint beam of 
light from the guest cottage in the 
little arbor of trees off to the left. 
Pole went up on his toes and turned 
on the speed, the wind whistling out 
of his straining lungs. Then he was 
standing in the darkness beyond the 
light ray, staring around blindly. In 
a lull in the gusts he caught the 
scrape of a shoe on stone. 

“Hey, Culbone!” he sang out, 
bluffing. “I see you! Yep! Come 
back—or I’ll shoot! Come back—” 

The answer was curt and deadly. 
It was the sharp spat of a gun some 
yards off ahead and a little to the 
right. When Pole saw the livid 
dagger of flame on the black back¬ 
ground he was aware that the bullet 
had already passed inches from his 
head with a snarling whisper. 
Doubled over, his own extended 
weapon wobbling, he was backing be¬ 
fore he knew it. 

He thought he distinguished a 


heavier blob in the night and trig¬ 
gered the .32. Occasional drilling at 
the rifle range where he had taken a 
Small Arms Basic Instruction course 
had made him a fair shot. But a 
crack shot can’t hit what isn’t there. 
Pole gathered that two seconds later 
when lead chunked into a tree trunk 
a foot from his shoulder. This time 
the muzzle flash came from upgrade 
and off to his left. Butterflies with 
spongy wings began to play tag in 
his stomach. The one out there— 
whom he couldn’t see —knew where 
he was though . 

Half wheeling as he retreated, Pole 
backed into the trees girding the 
guest cottage. But he was careful to 
keep away from the wan light seep¬ 
ing through the drawn curtains at a 
window. A few feet from the little 
porch, he stopped and waited, 
crouched on a knee behind a bush. 

S OFTLY a door opened in the cot¬ 
tage. The room behind it was 
dark but Simon Pole could make out 
the form of a slim girl. He called 
to her to get back inside, in a hushed 
voice. 

“Somebody’s shooting,” he added. 
Something like a dry sob came 
from her. “But I—I haven’t shot 
anybody now. Not now! I—I’m 

sure of it!” 

Pole risked another flashing 
glance back at her as he sought to 
drill the darkness with straining 
eyes. Culbone—or whoever was out 
there with that other jpin—had better 
night eyes than he himself and was 
a crack shot in the bargain. But— 
but that remark of the girl’s was the 
whackiest remark he had ever heard. 

“I haven’t shot anybody now,” she 
repeated piteously. 

“Nobody’s dead—yet. Get inside,” 
he whispered back. 

Then a coquettish segment of moon 
winked over the treeline of the low 
ridge to the northeast. And its glow 
ran like a yellowish tide over the 
fields and across the grounds in the 
rear of the Gellert farm, unhurriedly 
lapping up the blackness and dissi¬ 
pating the long shadows. The yard 
lay bared, and Simon Pole saw that 
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nothing human stood out there in it. 

There were a number of places 
where the other man might have 
ducked to. Straight across, at the 
end of the drive that curled about the 
other side of the house and rearward, 
was the closed-up three-car garage 
with living quarters above. Further 
up the slope was another cottage. 
Beyond that was a stand of forest. 
And over sharply to his left, beyond 
the guest house, was the shrub- 
screened swim pool, empty at this 
season of the year. By the time he 
had snuffed around any one of those 
spots, the fugitive could be a mile 
away, he realized. 

Automatically he pocketed the gun 
before going toward the girl on the 
porch. In the moonlight, he saw 
that she was small and slight almost 
to the point of emaciation. A long 
brown bob hung down one side of a 
face wan and mirroring vague fright 
as a constant expression. She looked 
like an invalid. When he stepped 
nearer, she drew back, the blue eyes 
widening fearfully. There was some¬ 
thing vaguely familiar about her but 
he couldn’t place it. 

“Who’re you?” he asked instinc¬ 
tively. 

She drew herself up a moment, 
eyes narrowed warily of a sudden. 
“I’m Mary, Martha Gellert’s cousin,” 
she said parrotlike. Then she turned 
quickly and slid in the doorway. 

A TABLE lamp went on in the 
hallway behind her and Pole 
saw Dr. Hugo Mackleberry. The 
latter put a fatherly arm-around her 
shoulders. Pole heard her say some¬ 
thing about “shooting.” “Just your 
imagination, dear. What you need is 
to lie down and relax. There hasn’t 
been any shooting in a long while 
now. I’ll fix you something nice to 
drink and—” Then he spotted Pole 
standing out there in the moonlight. 

Pole saw the doctor steer the girl 
into a room. Then Mackleberry re¬ 
appeared, slamming the front door 
after him. “What the hell are you 
doing snooping around here?” he de¬ 
manded truculently as he strode over. 
“Trying not to get shot at,” Pole 


came back, ready to get mad at any¬ 
body now. Then he got a grip on 
himself and told the doctor about the 
dead woman in the greenhouse. 

“Lord! Can’t a man sneak a fast 
drink around here without somebody 
going and getting themselves 
knocked off?” It sounded brutal 
and unfeeling. He grabbed Pole’s arm 
and cut off the pathway at an angle 
through the trees toward the green¬ 
house. After a couple of prodigious 
leaping strides as he half dragged 
Pole along, he added, “You know, 
Adam Culbone is going to be sore as 
hell about this!” The remark didn’t 
seem to make any sense. 

Pole was about to say that he was 
certain it had been Culbone himself, 
whom he had chased, when his foot 
hit an obstacle and he went plunging 
headfirst. As he landed, a rnound hit 
him in the mid section, thumping 
the wind out of him. His cheek was 
up against something hard and cold. 
When he turned, he saw it was a 
modest shiny gray headstone. And he 
was lying across the mound of a 
grave. 

“Drunk again, eh, old boy,” said 
Mackleberry, helping him up. He 
hauled him off once more. Somehow, 
Pole got the idea it was more to re¬ 
move him from the immediate scene 
than any great hurry to reach the 
body of the deceased. It didn’t make 
sense. But there was no time to 
evaluate the impression then. 

“Holy Pete, w-was th-that a ceme¬ 
tery?” he gasped. 

“Nothing, nothing, Pole. Just the 
grave of some old retainer of the 
family who wanted to be buried 
where he’d died in harness. Some 
old employee who was buried in Old 
Man Gellert’s time, years ago. . .1 do 
hope the gun reports didn’t upset 
Mary too much.” 

Pole twisted his face up at the 
taller man’s in the moonlight, exas¬ 
perated. “Maybe you’ve forgotten— 
but we’ve got a corpse down here.” 

“And a corpse is no longer a 
patient. A doctor must put the wel¬ 
fare of a patient above everything 
else, young man. Miss Mary is an 
extremely nervous young woman. 
She is the victim of hallucinations 




66 ★ ★ ★ Crack Deteetiv* Stories 


. . .sanity tottering in the balance, 
you know. Here we are.” 

Mackleberry pulled open the ajar 
door of the greenhouse. With the 
hand gripping Pole’s arm, he swung 
the visitor over the sill first. Pole 
was almost lifted over by that power¬ 
ful hand. Then Pole recalled the 
harsh strength in the man’s grip 
when he had been introduced to him. 

Powerful hands. . . .And Bette See- 
mone had been strangled. . . . 

A MERE matter of seconds was 
all Mackleberry spent in an ex¬ 
amination of the body. “Ummm. 
It’s in the mortician’s department 
now, not mine.” 

“Is that you, Simon Pole?” called 
Martha Gellert from the end of the 
greenhouse ell. 

Pole had almost forgotten her. He 
stared down, unable to see her. A 
single glaring light bulb glared 
there. When he and Mackleberry 
went down, they finally made her out 
crouched back among the foliage of 
a dwarf tree beyond the unshaded 
light. She gripped a garden trowel 
in one hand, lips thinned across her 
teeth. She looked like a cornered 
animal. 

Mackleberry took charge, cooly and 
smoothly. He seemed suddenly 
changed, soft-spoken and gently 
firm. He told the girl there had 
been an accident in the greenhouse. 
“It’s Bette.” 

“She’s dead.” Martha spoke flatly, 
as if the emotion had been drained 
from her. It was neither a question 
nor a statement nor a guess. It was 
like somebody repeating last week’s 
headline. When Mackleberry said 
she should return to the house at 
once through the tunnel, she dropped 
her head in acquiescence and allowed 
herself to be led along like a sleep 
walker. 

They came to the platform Pole 
remembered crossing on the way up 
the outside aisle. When Mackle¬ 
berry swung back the lid on its 
hinges and flicked a light switch on 
the nearby post, it revealed a flight 
of steep steps. They led down to a 


well-illuminated concrete-walled tun¬ 
nel. Martha Gellert entered it with 
a steady step. 

“Built for the old man,” Mackle¬ 
berry mentioned, thumbing down at 
the tunnel after she had gone along 
it. “He was an invalid in his later 
years but loved flowers. Well. . . .” 

They went back and studied the 
seated corpse for some minutes. Then 
Mackleberry said they had better go 
in and acquaint “D. J.”, Salvin, with 
the gristly details. He led the way 
down the lawn with his long bound¬ 
ing stride and in a rear door. It 
gave onto the back end of the hall 
that bisected the original main sec¬ 
tion of the house. When they got 
opposite the library, they could see 
Martha Gellert pacing the room in 
the shadows beyond the table lamp. 

“Go in there and keep her com¬ 
pany, Pole, please. It isn’t good for 
her to be alone now. I’ll speak to 
D. J. first. He’ll probably go into a 
tizzy anyway.” He turned to the 
door of a room at the back end of 
the hall. Pole had a glimpse of the 
sleek Salvin behind a meticulously 
orderly desk before the door closed. 

W HEN he walked into the li¬ 
brary, groping for something 
light and impersonal to talk about, 
Martha said, “Get me a drink. Double 
Scotch, single soda.” She might 
have been addressing a servant. He 
brought it in from the card room bar 
and she took a sip and clattered the 
glass unsteadily onto the radio. 

“Please don’t try to talk, thank 
you.” She went on pacing, suddenly 
a pitiful and helpless little figure in 
the slacks and sweater. Pole felt 
terribly sorry for her. Living the 
withdrawn sheltered life she had, she 
would be so soft in the face of this 
piece of brutality. She paused to 
snuff out her cigaret in an ashtray 
on the refectory table. Its cork tip 
remained perpendicular over the 
squashed end. 

“Thought you couldn’t stand cork 
tips,” he said before he knew it. 

She was already selecting another 
from a humidor. Frowning, she 
looked back at the ashtray, smiled 
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wanly. “Yes—yes, I do. That’s one 
I picked up coming through the tun¬ 
nel. I didn’t notice—then.” 

His legs seemed to turn into rub¬ 
ber hinges as the reaction set in. 
The room tilted drunkenly a mo¬ 
ment; he duelled off an urge to 
vomit. Then he turned carefully and 
picked his way up the steps—into the 
card room and gulped a slug of 
Scotch himself. 

Mackleberry walked in, relieved 
him of the bottle, half filled a six- 
ounce glass, and absorbed it with 
that gargling sound. “D. J. wouldst 
have a word with you, scrivener. 
Hell, but corpses always make me 
cold. Remind me of some of my mis¬ 
takes, medically speaking.” He 
splashed another three fingers into 
the glass. Then he was going into 
the knee bends again. On the third 
descent, his legs gave out. He 
plopped down on the floor and re¬ 
mained seated there. “Just to tone 
up the circulation to throw off the 
toxic acid. Damned if D. J. isn’t 
disappointed because he can’t hang 
the corpse around my neck—yet, 
anyway.” 

P OLE could hardly keep his baby 
face from writhing in disgust. 
He left by the doorway into the hall 
and started down it. Something like 
an icy-footed frog went hopping 
down his backbone and he wheeled. 
In the dimness of the large vestibule 
at the front of the house was Adam 
Culbone’s large body. He took a 
slow step into the light of the hall, 
mouth parted like a man hungry for 
air. His face was bloodless and slick 
with sweat. And yet alight with an 
inner glow of cold fury. 

“I just hear—from the quack—the 
news. It—it’s awful, awful.” He 
stood swaying slightly. 

Pole swallowed, feeling his limbs 
tremble as, animal-like, they girded 
for self defense. This was the man, 
he was almost sure, who had been 
shooting at him back on the grounds, 
and shooting to kill. Outside, a 
piece of dead branch snapped like a 
gunshot as the buffeting gale broke 


it off. Pole found himself screwed 
up on his tiptoes. Then he was 
aware of the comforting weight of 
the .32 in his side pocket. It would 
be a nice thing to have around with 
somebody like Adam Culbone in the 
same county. He nodded and went 
down to D. J.’s study. 

Standing, Martha Gellert’s business 
manager regarded Simon Pole 
through the feather of smoke climb¬ 
ing from one of his cork tipped ciga- 
rets. “Pole, Dr. Mackleberry tells 
me you discovered the body.” There 
was a subtle emphasis on the “you.” 

Pole told him what had occurred. 
“And then somebody came down the 
aisle toward the hidden corpse. 
Afterward, I was sure it was Cul¬ 
bone. I’m not accusing him—” 

“Mr. Culbone says he was in his 
cottage. It’s the house beyond the 
guest house,” Salvin inserted drily. 

“Well, I chased him. And he shot 
and—” Then it hit him, the obvious 
thing he had failed to comprehend 
at the moment under the stress of 
stumbling over a corpse. He swore 
softly, brushing back the loose black 
hair. “Hell, if it was Culbone slip¬ 
ping up on her with a gun—obvious 
intent, to kill—he couldn’t have 
known she was already dead! He 
wouldn’t have been creeping in, 
armed, and. . . .” 

ALVIN nodded. Sweat beads 
dewed his forehead. He walked 
over and opened one of the casement 
windows a few inches. But he was 
only halfway back from it when a 
sucking draft of wind lifted papers 
from his desk and sent them rustling 
onto the floor. The stiff bond sta¬ 
tionery made a scratching sound, 
dry, very like the rustle of leaves. 
Salvin reclosed the window. 

“Did you find anything in partic¬ 
ular about the body?” he said as he 
turned. 

Pole shook his head. “No—noth¬ 
ing. Just her pocketbook with some 
of the contents spilled out. I didn’t 
touch it.” 

“You didn’t touch it. . .” Salvin 
echoed it reflectively. “And there— 
there was nothing else.” 
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“Say, when will the local police 
arrive?” Pole suddenly remembered 
he had come here to do a story. All 
chance of that would be washed out 
now. Salvin said he had already con¬ 
tacted the Gellert legal firm on long 
distance. They would handle every¬ 
thing, take the proper precautions 
against adverse publicity, and so 
forth. Pole nodded absently. “No. 
I guess it couldn’t have been Cul- 
bone. A guy doesn’t try to murder 
a corpse. He—” 

“Thank you for being so interested 
in me as the potential murderer, Mr. 
Pole.” Culbone stood in the open 
doorway. The wind that had sucked 
the papers from the desk had also 
drawn open the door. “Have you 
ever thought of where Dr. Mackle- 
berry was at the time the crime was 
committed? He could have slipped 
back to the guest cottage easily— 
after it. His patient—the poor de¬ 
ranged thing—well, she lives in a 
dream world. She would not know 
actually whether he was there or not. 
Have you considered that?” 

D. J. made a vague gesture. “I 
don’t wish to judge anybody right 
now. I don’t want to point the finger 
of guilt at anyone. . . .1 think it’s 
time we prepared for dinner. . . 

CHAPTER V 

P OLE stood staring around his 
room, realizing it was the 
first time he had been in it. 
Things had happened fast on top of 
his arrival. It was the typical guest 
room, pleasantly furnished in Co¬ 
lonial maple with a hook rug on the 
floor. It was in the front of the 
main section of the house, overlook¬ 
ing the lawn that stretched down to 
the moon-dyed field beyond. A pri¬ 
vate bath ran off from the left side. 
He dropped his case of toilet articles 
on the bureau, then stood scowling as 
a little cloud of dust boiled up from 
around it. All the furniture had a 
heavy coating of dust. It was just 
another one of those things that 
didn’t seem to fit in the menage of a 
millionaire heiress. 


Something made him turn the key 
in the door before he stripped and 
showered. Then he donned a clean 
shirt and pulled on the baggy Ox¬ 
ford gray again. It was when he 
was going down the second floor hall 
and saw the extension phone on a 
table that he remembered Marion 
back at the office. They were clos¬ 
ing up an issue, so would be working 
late all this week. At least, as the 
art editor, she should be if Pitman 
hadn’t lured her out of his favorite 
bistro. . . .On impulse he picked up 
the receiver. 

The local operator’s voice had a 
hollow distant sound when she came 
through. He asked for long distance 
and had to repeat it at her request. 
With the receiver to his ear, the 
howling wind seemed strangely 
plainer, closer, as if he were standing 
by an open window. Then there was 
a new note, a quick scratching sound 
like the rustle of dry leaves. And 
Simon Pole remembered it. 

He softly placed the receiver on 
the table without hanging up. Quick¬ 
ly he trotted down the stairs and to 
the rear and thrust open the door of 
D. J. Salvin’s private study without 
knocking. Salvin’s head jerked 
around with the receiver of his in¬ 
strument pressed against his ear the 
while he restacked the papers he had 
again retrieved from the floor. That 
was the familiar rustling sound Pole 
had heard over the extension wire. 

S IMON POLE put on a guileless 
grin. “Oh, pardon me. I was 
trying to make a long distance call 
on the upstairs extension and there 
seemed something wrong with the 
instrument. So-o—” 

Salvin was bland. “Here, use this 
phone. My call isn’t important.” He 
left as Pole jiggled the hook and 
again requested long distance. But 
D. J. did not close the door after 
him. 

When he got through to the New 
York office of News Names, he 
asked for Miss Marion Lake. While 
he waited, he pictured the chic, 
blonde little piece of man-bait. That 
way she had of cutting her eyes in 
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a lazy half-mocking way, a challenge 
in itself. And how she. . . .It seemed 
to be taking extra long to reach her. 
He heard the long distance operator 
talking muffledly with somebody in 
New York. Then there was the click 
of a connection and Marion’s voice 
came through. A wild suspicion 
leaped into Simon’s mind as he won¬ 
dered if the call had been passed on 
to another number. That came as he 
caught the muted strains of an or¬ 
chestra in a South American samba. 

They said hello to each other. 
“Hey, where the devil are you?” he 
blurted. 

“Why, dahling, don’t you know 
what number you called?” 

“I hear music—dance music! And— 
say, that was a champagne cork pop¬ 
ping, Marion! Now, see here, if you 
think—” 

“Si-mon, please! You aren’t ap¬ 
pointed my keeper until the seventh 
Tuesday of next month. Or was it 
the eighth Wednesday? And dah¬ 
ling, I’m terribly, terribly expensive 
to keep. I mean—” Then masculine 
laughter close to the phone at the 
other end washed out her words. 

Pole snorted as he dashed sweat 
from his upper lip. “See here, hussy, 
where is that big, well-girdled tramp, 
Pitman? If you’re out with that 
perambulating woman’s home com¬ 
panion in some sticky joint, I’ll—” 

“Mr. Pole, please!” She giggled. 
“Stop that—it tickles,” she said to 
somebody at the other end. “Mr. 
Pole, I’m at the dreary sweatshop af¬ 
fectionately known as ‘The Office’ 
and—” 

“Don’t give me any of that jive, 
sister! I’ll bet Fancy Pants Pitman 
is breathing down your neck in a 
hot rhumba right now and—” 

“Simon Pole, you dirty-minded—” 
she shot back angrily. 

A guffaw scratched over the wire. 
Pitman’s guffaw. He said, “Hello, 
Babyface! We’re sorta busy here 
right now. Want very nice hot 
story on heiress missy, chum. Get 
every move of her day. So-long, 
brother. No see long time—I hope!” 
And the line went dead as Pitman 
hung up. 


D. J. Salvin spoke from beyond the 
doorway. “We’re ready for dinner, 
Mr. Pole.” 

W HEN he stepped into the 
gloomy, dark-wainscoated din¬ 
ing room in the rear of the house, 
it was to realize everybody else was 
in evening dress. Martha Gellert, 
already seated, wore a Nile green 
gown, extremely decollette. The 
smooth-smiling Salvin, Dr Mackle- 
berry, and even that big animal, Cnl- 
bone, had on black ties and dinner 
jackets. Pole did a double take and 
wondered if this little hunk of the 
universe had gone crazy. 

Less than an hour ago, one of the 
household had been found very 
nastily murdered. And here every¬ 
body was turned out as if for a party, 
smiling, with lively music flowing 
from the massive pianatrope in the 
corner. He sat down beside Salvin 
who was at the right of Miss Gellert 
at the head of the table. Across the 
way, Culbone, beside Dr. Mackle- 
berry, was ladling up his soup 
hurriedly. 

“This consome is half cold, Mina,” 
the superintendent snapped. 

“Can’t help it,” said the serving 
maid sullenly. “One pair of hands 
can’t do everything in this house, 
you know, cooking and all!” 

Pole glanced up and saw it was 
the same white-haired woman who 
had taken his bag upstairs on his 
arrival. And she cooked and served 
table, too? It didn’t make sense, one 
of America’s richest heiresses oper¬ 
ating her country home with a house 
staff of one. He watched the per¬ 
petually tired woman come in with a 
slightly charred roast. Something 
came to him. 

“Say,” he said to Salvin, “if it was 
some prowler or thief who maybe 
did it, those private guards around 
the place—” 

“I never listen to those crime 
stories on the radio, Mr. Pole. I 
have enough problems in my own 
personal life,” clipped in Salvin 
loudly. “Would you pass the salt, 
Adam?” 

It was obvious he didn’t want the 
servant to overhear. Pole felt like 
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spitting out that you couldn’t keep 
a murder secret forever. But he saw 
the wan Martha’s dark blue eyes 
fixed on him and bowed to the mute 
plea. There was a prolonged gargle 
as Mackleberry dumped down the 
brandy and soda he had brought to 
the table with him. 

“Here’s a problem for you? One in 
what you might call legal jurispru¬ 
dence, I guess,” he said with a ribald 
laugh. “Hah! A man standing in Jer¬ 
sey on the bank of the Hudson Riv¬ 
er—usings a high-powered rifle with 
telescopic sights—shoots a man on 
the New York State bank of the riv¬ 
er! See? We’ll concede it is possible 
for the sake of the argument. Now—” 
“Now will you shut up, Hugo?” 
Culbone barked. 

M ACKLEBERRY waved an ad¬ 
monishing finger at him as he 
brought up a bottle of brandy from 
the floor with his other hand. “Adam, 
I declare, you’ve got nerves. Some¬ 
thing maladjusted in your life, I’ll 
wager. Now, about the cross-river 
murder. The victim 's shot dead on 
New York soil. So—which state has 
the legal right to prosecute, ladies 
and gentlemen?” 

A fork clattered against china and 
Martha Gellert rose and left the din¬ 
ing room swiftly. Her heels pattered 
on the stairs. 

“You’re a swine, Hugo!” Culbone 
said. 

“Hah! Throw me a pearl, Adam! 
Well, I’ll settle for brandy, instead."’ 

They finished the second-rate meal 
in silence, none of them taking more 
than a few sips of the coffee that 
tasted like scupper juice. Hardly had 
they filed silently into the library 
when the phone tinkled. Salvin beat 
Mackleberry to the extension in that 
room. 

Salvin looked mildly interested as 
he gave out a series of “Yes’s.” “I 
representative of Miss Gellert will 
be done shortly, captain,” he said and 
hung up. He made some “Tsk, tsk” 
sounds. 

“What?” said Culbone. 

“The police chief of Dalyville. . . 
Most unfortunate. It seems some 
farmer found Miss Seemone in one 


of our cars on the road to town. 
Heart attack. She—she is dead.” 

Pole groped for a nearby chair, won¬ 
dering if it could be some insane 
dream, perhaps a hallucination. But 
he very distinctly heard the meas¬ 
ured slap of Culbone’s heels as he 
strode from the room. The magazine 
writer pawed at his eyes. But it was 
real. There was Salvin plucking one 
of the cork tipped cigarets from his 
case. 

“You’d better go down, doctor,” he 
said. “I told them that.” 

Watching Mackleberry nod sadly, 
Simon Pole came out of the trance. 
“Hey—wait now. I mean—what the 
hell—say, Bette Seemone was mur¬ 
dered in the greenhouse! Are those 
local coppers crazy. You know she 
was—” 

“Not murdered, Pole,” said Hugo 
Mackleberry oilily. “No. That was an 
erroneous conclusion of yours. She 
expired from a fatal heart attack. 
She—” 

A chair’s legs scratched the floor 
raucously as Pole shoved it from him 
in temper. “Sure. A fatal heart at¬ 
tack! When some tough monkey gets 
you by the windpipe and shuts off 
the air—the heart stops! I know that. 
But—” 

“Please, Pole. Nobody got Miss 
Seemone by the threat.” 

“But the marks there! Hell, some¬ 
body strangled—” 

ffWHERE were marks on her 
-& face, too. Remember? Very 
simply e x p 1 a i • e d—so the police 
won’t worry. Her car was found in 
the ditch, Pole. She was stricken 
with the fatal attack while driving. 
So, you see, she received the contu¬ 
sions when she went unconscious and 
fell over the wheel of the car as it 
went out of control. . .Miss See¬ 
mone was suffering from a coronary 
thrombosis. As her attending physi¬ 
cian for a number of months, I 
should know, Mr. Pole.” He was flip¬ 
ping the coin again, plucking it from 
the air with that backhand snatch. 
“And that is what I shall report to 
the police.” 

Pole spoke agitatedly. “But I saw 
somebody creeping up on her and—” 
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“To murder a dead one ?” Salvin 
cocked an eyebrow. 

“Hell, you had no right to—good 
Heavens, you must have sneaked her 
out and planted her in the car down 
the highway.” 

Salvin sighed wearily. “Miss Gel- 
lert is a nationally famed figure. Be¬ 
cause of her unique position, we can¬ 
not afford a sensation or anything 
smacking of scandal. . .How the fil¬ 
thy muck-raking tabloids would love 
to get hold of this! So-o. . .” " 

“We took the steps we deemed 
necessary—and wisest,” Mackleberry 
finished for him 

“I don’t like this. It—it smells. 
The police, if they knew the facts, 
their coroner’s report might differ 
and—” 

Without raising it, Salvin inserted 
his cool voice. “And the police might 
be interested in you, Mr. Pole, too.” 
“What-t?” 

“Yes, unfortunately. Not that I be¬ 
lieve you harmed Miss Seemone in 
any way. But you were the first to 
find the body. And afterward, you 
swc e to me you found nothing about 
the body.” 

Even as he nodded, Pole remem- 
ben the .32 in his side coat pocket. 
He had almost forgotten how he had 
come in possession of the gun. 

“But,” pursued Salvin, “I happen 
to know Miss Seemone carried a .32 
revolver in her handbag at ail times. 
It wasn’t there—after you found 
her. . .No, Mr. Pole, I think it is 
in the best interests of all parties 
concerned that the case rest. The 
poor girl suffered a fatal heart at¬ 
tack Where her corpse was found is 
an unimportant detail to her, now. . 
And, may I add, this is the way Miss 
Gellert herself wishes it to be han¬ 
dled. . .” 

CHAPTER VI 

WAS railroaded. They high- 
lifl pressured me. . .Swept me 
sfei- off my feet,” Simon Pole 
muttered again and again to himself 
as he sat on the side of his bed. It 
wasn’t clear to him exactly how 
they’d done it. The reference to Mar¬ 
tha Gellert had been the clincher. 
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Somehow, she seemed to need protec¬ 
tion. And then, the fact that he had 
forgotten to mention finding the gun. 
It had been the sub-conscious func¬ 
tioning there, instinctively reacting 
in terms of self preservation, wanting 
him to retain possession of the 
weapon. 

And the audacity of the whole 
thing, the act of moving out the body 
and planting it in a car down the 
road; that had figuratively taken his 
bfeath away. By the time Mackle- 
berry returned fror a conference 
with police in the village, with the 
news they were putting the death 
down to a heart attack, he had 
caught himself wondering. Perhaps 
Bette Seemone had not been mur¬ 
dered at all, really. 

“Cripes!” he exploded in a hoarse 
whisper and began to pace the floor. 
Well, she could have died a natural 
death and— But he knew it wasn’t 
so. The very fact the girl carried a 
gun proved she feared an attempt on 
her life or an attac , at least. Firing 
up a cigaret, he made himself halt at 
the window. Pacing was toe Holly- 
woodish, but his mind was all tan¬ 
gled up. 

“Let’s go back to the beginning. .” 
When Hap Pitman revealed he had 
arranged for the visit to do an article 
on the private life of the mystery or¬ 
phan heiress, it had seemed unbeliev¬ 
able. When the maiden aunt who’d 
reared her had passed on two years 
ago, Martha Gellert had made a brief 
giddy splurge in society. But within 
a few months, she had suddenly re¬ 
tired from public view. Windy Acres, 
closed since her father’s demise, had 
been reopened. And Martha Gellert 
had withdrawn to it like a monk to 
his ivory tower. No interviews were 
ever given, and photographers were 
never permitted on the scene. 

But Pitman had an entree, had pen¬ 
etrated the veil. “Easy,” he’d ex¬ 
plained it. “During her fling in the 
Florida season, little Martha got very 
chummy with one Carl Bockman, a 
labor relations expert. In fact, the 
under-table rumors of cafe society 
had them secretly engaged. . .Well, 
brothers and sisters, Bockman has 
just turned up in Buenos Aires, ex- 
(Continued On Page 74) 
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I N the 7th War Loan, you’re 
being asked to lend 7 billion 
dollars—4 billion in E Bonds 
alone. 

That’s the biggest quota for 
individuals to date. 

Maybe you’ve wondered why, 
when we’ve apparently got the 
Nazis pretty well cleaned up, 
Uncle Sam asks you to lend more 
money than ever before. 

If you have, here are some of 
the answers: 

This war isn’t getting 
any cheaper 

No matter what happens to 
Germany—or when—the cost of 
the war won’t decrease this year. 

We’re building up a whole new 
air force of jet-propelled planes 
and bigger bombers. 

We’re now building—even 
with announced reductions— 
enough new ships to make a fair¬ 
sized navy. 

At the time this is written, our 
casualties are nearing the million 
mark in dead, missing, and 


wounded. Wounded men are ar¬ 
riving in this country at the rate 
of over 30,000 a month. The cost 
of caring for these men at the 
battle fronts, transporting them 
home, and rehabilitating them 
when they get here, is mounting 
daily. 

No—this war isn’t getting any 
cheaper. And won’t for some time. 

This year—2 instead of 3 

We need as much War Bond 
money this year as we did last. 
But there will be only 2 War 
Loans this year—instead of the 
3 we had in 1944. 

E ach of us, therefore, must lend 
as much in two chunks this year 
as wc did last year in three. That’s 
another reason why your quota 
in the 7th is bigger than before. 

The 7th War Loan is a chal¬ 
lenge to every American. The 
goal for individuals is the highest 
for any war loan to date. The 
same goes for the E Bond goal. 
Find your personal quota—and 
make it! 


ALL OUT FOR 

rm Mfomr 7* war ioaw 
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back. Fair enough? Write Now! 
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(Continued From Page 72) 
posed as a hired agent of the Nazis. 
When he was in this country, his real 
role was that of instigator of manage¬ 
ment-labor dissension to slow down 
America’s war effort. And, as a few 
hints revealed. Miss Gellert and her 
staff would hate to have the one¬ 
time relationship aired now.” 

That was that. He, Simon Pole, had 
come up to do the story. He had been 
greeted by a superintendent who’d 
been shot at two nights before and 
who packed a gun. Then he had met 
Dr. Hugo Mackleberry. a man of 
many facets, who seemed like a besot¬ 
ted fool most of the time. Pole re¬ 
called Mackleberry’s loud whisper 
about searching his bag. And how he 
had inquired about Martha’s recovery 
despite the fact that, a few minutes 
before, he claimed she was in the best 
of health. Weighing it now, Mackle¬ 
berry had acted like a bad boy at a 
party, a mischievous urchin trying to 
spoil the party, to give away the sur¬ 
prise. 

A ND then had come the discovery 
of Bette Seemone’s body. 

Pole expelled his breath in a 
soundless whistle. Perhaps sly Pit¬ 
man had railroaded him up here on a 
dead-head assignment. But now it 
had developed into something that 

¥ >elled flaring headlines perhaps. 

hat is, if Bette Seemone was mur¬ 
dered. 

There was a buzzing sound in the 
room. Pole swivelled his head as it 
persisted. It wasn’t a telephone bell’s 
jangle, exactly, fainter, for one thing. 
He moved ahead, then leftward as he 
sought out the source of the sound. 
Then he discovered it, a house phone 
on a small wall placque that had been 
painted to match the beige shade of 
the plaster. It was hidden by the 
lamp on the bedside table. Beneath 
the French-style instrument was a 
row of little switches. Pole peered 
at the printed legends above each. 
One said, “Kitchen.” Another, “Ga¬ 
rage.” “Guest House.” “Superintend¬ 
ent.” The instrument buzzed again. 

When he removed it gently from 
the hook there was only the sound of 
somebody breathing on the other end, 























Kill-Kill-Killed! 


at first. Then a low muffled voice be¬ 
gan to speak. 

“Pole, get out. Don’t hang around 
and try to solve something. Leave as 
soon as you can—for your own good. 
Try to slip through the guards and 
catch the next train. Be sensible.” 

“Who is this?” 

“Dr Hugo Mackleberry, of course,” 
said the voice at the other end so 
simply Pole was astonished. Then 
the connection went dead. 

That clinched it. Pole knew then it 
had been murder, beyond any doubt. 
He stood rigid, arms akimbom, feet 
spread, cigaret tucked in a corner of 
his working mouth. That call sound¬ 
ed like a disguised threat, which 
meant it could have been Hugo Mac¬ 
kleberry who’d done it. The fact that 
Culbone apparently had been about 
to slay a woman already dead seemed 
to eliminate— 

A new thought line opened in 
Pole’s brain. Actually, it did not 
eliminate Adam Culbone at all. He 
still might have throttled Bette See- 
mone, then returned looking for 
something. . .perhaps the very gun 
he, Simon, had found. . .and been 
scared off when he detected another 
presence. 

Mackleberry or Culbone. . Which? 
Which? He began to draw on his 
coat purposefully and reached for 
his hat. One thing was certain. It 
has been murder. 

A S HE put his hand on the door 
knob, the buzzer of the intra¬ 
estate phone sounded again. But the 
wire was dead when Pole lifted it 
off the hook. He waited and in a few 
seconds, it buzzed angrily once more. 
Again the wire was silent. He fired 
up a fresh cigaret and waited five 
minutes by his wrist watch. Nothing 
happened. Killing the lights in the 
room, he left himself out into 'the 
gloom of the wide hall. 

Halfway down it, he remembered 
the extension phone on the tablje. 
Probing, he located it and eased the 
receiver off the hook. What hap¬ 
pened was no surprise to him. He 
might as well have put one end of a 
piece of string against his ear. Sec¬ 
onds of slow soundless working of 
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the receiver hook brought on no op¬ 
erator. The wire had been cut, doubt¬ 
less outside the house somewhere. 
Somebody was awfully afraid. 

He was almost at the bottom of the 
front stairs, treading with the soft¬ 
ness of a cat, when he realized there 
was a low light in the library off to 
the right. It was a lamp on a side ta¬ 
ble, a single bulb illuminated. For a 
long moment he stood looking in be¬ 
fore he saw the girl’s hand trailing 
over the arm of one of the heavily up¬ 
holstered high-backed chairs. The 
back of it was toward him as it stood 
facing the refectory table. Abruptly 
he switched plans, deciding to have 
it out with the girl. The harassed 
heiress surely didn’t know what wa3 
going on. 

“Miss Geliert. . .Martha Gel- 
lert. . .” But there was neither re¬ 
sponse nor movement of the hand, 
the only part of her in sight. Pole 
walked steadily toward her, as if 
drawn by an invisible tentacle. And 
something told what he would find 
before he got there: a corpse. 
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^TikVER the back of the chair he 
WJP saw her brown head resting as 
if in sleep. She still wore the Nile 
green gown in which she had ap¬ 
peared for dinner. But when ha 
passed the side of the chair to look 
down at her full view he saw some¬ 
thing had been added. It was a glis¬ 
tening ruby patch over one breast, a 
patch of blood. One look at the waxy 
features told him the single shot had 
been fatal; the bullet hole was a rag¬ 
ged core in the crimson splotch. 

He heard the sucking intake of his 
own breath. For a few seconds, his 
vision swam dizzily with the layers 
of cigaret smoke hanging in the still 
air apparently writhing like serpents. 
Then he had a grip on himself. The 
bipod like a macabre blossom on her 
bosom was still bright, not having 
oxidized and turned brown. Which 
told him she must have been slain 
within a very few minutes. “A si¬ 
lencer on the gun,” he heard himself 
say. 

Then he was sliding the .32 up out 
of his own pocket and gliding quick¬ 
ly down to the French windows at 
(Continued On Page 78) 
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proportion, conversion, all mathematical prob¬ 
lems. Made of durable heavy pure white Viny- 
llte. Complete with instructions, *2.95. Leather¬ 
ette case 75c additional. Money back guarantee. 
ON INSTRUMENT CO. 

Church Street Annex New York 7. N. Y. 



DRESSFS 


$ 4 3 » 



Slightly used. Dry cleaned and pressed. Sizes 13 to 
30. Lovely colors, beautiful styles. Mall *1.00 do- 
•sit with order, balance C. O. D. plus postage, 
tlsfactlon guaranteed or purchase price refunded, 
letter silk dresses. All sizes and stouts, 3 for *3. 

SPECIAL OFFER 

All Cotton Wash -presses. Bright colon and prints. 
Sizes 12 to 30, 6 for $3.73. . 

Wearing apparel for the entire family. 

Send for Free Catalog 

LEADER MAIL ORDER CO. 

191 CANAL 8T., DEPT. 27-W NEW YOBK 13, N. Y. 

• MECHANICS • HOME STUDY 

• Step up your own skill with the facts and figures of your 
trade. Audels Mechanics Guides contain Practical Inside 
Trade Information in a handy form. Fully Illustrated and 
Easy to Understand. Highly Endorsed. Check the book 

• you want for 7 days' Free Examination. Send No Money. 
Nothing to pay postman. □ Refrigeration *4 • n Radio $4 
□ Pumps <fc Hydraulics *4 • □ Machinist $4 • □ Diesel $2 

• □Plumbers*6 •nshipfltterfl Welders*1 Auto 14 

□ Mathematics $2 o □ Electricity 14 • □ Carpenters 16 
□ Marine 14 Blueprint $2 •□ Sheet Metal 11. 

£1 If satisfied you pay only $1 a month until price is paid. 
" AUDEL, Publishers, 49 W, 23 St, New Yo rk 10, N. Y. 

STUDY AT HOME for PERSONAL SUCCESS 
and LARGER EARNINGS. 35 years expert in¬ 
struction. Over 108,000 students enrolled. LL B. 
Degree awarded. All texts furnished. Easy pay¬ 
ments. Send for FREE ROOK — "Law and 
Executive Guidance" NOW. 

AMERICAN EXTENSION SCHOOL OF LAW 
Dept. S7-E, 646 N. Michigan Av., Chicago, III. 

Try Page's Palliative 
PILE PREPARATIONS 

If you are troubled with Itching, bleed¬ 
ing or protruding piles, write for a 
FREE sample of Paga’a Palliative Pile 
Preparations and you may bless the day 
you read this. Don’t wait. WRITE TODAY! 

E. R. PAGE CO.. Dept. 533-X11, Marshall, Mich. 

WRITE SONGS 

The writer of “BOOTS AND SADDLES" and other song hits will 
compose the melody for your song poem. Send your song poems 
for FREE examination. Write for details and FREE INSTRUCTIVE 
BOOKLET. 

HOLLYWOOD HARMONY HOUSE, Studio P-5. 126 So. La Broa, 
LOS ANGELES 36. CALIF. 


POWER o”mc N f ! 


said the Wise 
Prophets thousand* 
of years ago. 

For centuries people 
everywhere have be¬ 
lieved that High John 
the Conqueror Root 
has strange mystic 
powers to bring 
MONEY. SUCCESS, 
I LOVE, HAPPINESS. 
If you lack any of these, the Prophet's 
High John the Conqueror Recension Oil 
may be Just what you need. Contains 
genuine High John the Conqueror Root in 
GUARANTEED real Holy type occult 
anointing oil, as mentioned in the Bible. 
Large size bottle complete with full confi¬ 
dential information only $1.29 postpaid or 

S .O.D. plus postage. Use High John the 
onqueror Recension Oil for 7 days. It 
not thoroughly satisfied your money re¬ 
funded. 



PROPHET PRODUCTS 00.. Dept. DO-9 
321 West 125 St. New York 27, S. Y. 
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(Continued From Page 76) 
the end of the room. It was just pos¬ 
sible the killer had left that way. . . 
might still be crossing the moon-dyed 
yard. But through the panes the frig¬ 
id-looking grounds were deserted, no 
human thing in sight. 

A human sound came. It was a shoe 
faintly scraping on wood back by the 
entrance from the main hall. Pole 
faded between the floor-length 
drapes and the glass at one end of the 
line of French windows just in time. 
D. J. Salvin was entering the library 
stealthily. In the shadows back from 
the lone light his face was a grayish 
blotch as he crept up on the chair 
where Martha Gellert sat in death. 
But the gleaming blade of the knife 
in his hand was plain enough. 

“Martha,” he called softly a few 
feet from the chair. “Martha!” he 
repeated more loudly. “I just came 
to tell you I don’t think that you are 
going to fire me in the morning. 
No-o, I don’t think so, Martha. . . 
You accuse me of being a few thou¬ 
sand short in my accounts. Well, I 
had to have the money. And what 
does a few thousand mean to you, eh? 
What, Martha? You aren’t going to 
fire—” His voice broke off as he 
sensed the girl wasn’t listening. 

He took two quick steps to poke 
his head around one side of the high- 
backed chair for a glimpse of her 
face. “Asleep, eh. . .” Then he re¬ 
coiled, shuddering, as if the full sig¬ 
nificance of what he had been_about 
to do struck him. “Lord! Am I in¬ 
sane?” / '•* 

The next moment he had pocketed 
the knife. Turning quickly on a heel, 
he strode quickly from the room and 
was swallowed in the gloom of the 
hall. Thoughtfully Simon Pole edged 
from behind the drapery. 

“That proves Salvin didn’t do it. , 
It <3eals him out,” he muttered to 
himself. “He doesn’t know yet that 
she is dead. . .” That left Culbone 
ahd Dr Mackleberry. Either one. 

■ Quickly he unlocked one of the 
French windows and let himself out 
onto the wind-whipped terrace. A 
glance showed him nobody was out 
jthere on the rear grounds. Then he 
was running for the guest cottage. 
He swerved as he remembered the 
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grave and the headstone. Even in the 
shadows beneath the foliage he could 
see the latter gleaming with its shiny 
newness. 

S T CAUSED something to click in 
his brain. I. was a tiny cog he had 
been seeking to dredge out of mem¬ 
ory up in his room. The doctor had 
said it was an old grave of a servant 
laid to rest in Martha’s father’s time. 
Yet that grave marker was almost 
new, urweathered and untouched by 
lichen or greened by moss. Strange. . 
Then he was up on the cottage porch 
and banging at the door, holding the 
gun down against his leg. 

When his fist hit the door a third 
time it gave slightly under the pres¬ 
sure. He shouldered it open and 
blinked in the light of the hall lamp. 
It was two seconds before he saw the 
body of Mackleberry sprawled on the 
carpet at the foot of the stairs. Simon 
Pole was just beginning to wonder if 
he had an unsuspected genius for 
tripping ove. the late departed when 
he saw the doctor’s chest stirring in 
rhythmic breathing. Beside him lay 
a broken malacca cane. 

Even as Pole dropped to a knee be¬ 
side him, Mackleberry stirred and 
pawed vaguely at a blood-encrusted 
gash over one ear. He had been beat¬ 
en across the head with the cane evi¬ 
dently. He also sported a very fancy 
shiner on his left eye. Through his 
right, he goggled at Pole. 

“Culbone w-was here—a little wh- 
while ago. a-some water, please.” He 
indicated r door on the left. 

Pole went in there and found it 
was a bedroom. On a table was a 
thermos carafe. When he brought it 
out, the doctor slugged half of it 
down. Pole doused the head cut with 
the rest and Mackleberry got up and 
sat on the narrow stairs. 

“A very irascible fellow, that Cul¬ 
bone. Especially when he is half 
drunk.” He raised his open eye to 
Simon Pole. "He—” 

“How long ago was he here, doc?” 
Mackleberry chook his head to 
clear it and squinted at his wrist 
watch. “I looked at the time just be¬ 
fore he came. Good heavens, it was all 
of an hour ago. Say, what are you—” 


Free for Asthma 

During Summer 

If you suffer with those terrible attacks of Asthma 
when It is hot and aultry; if heat, dust and general 
mugginess make you wheeze and choke as if each gasp 
for breath was the very last; if restful Bleep is impos¬ 
sible because of the struggle to breathe; if you feel the 
disease is slowly wearing your life away, doh-t fall to 
send at once to the Frontier Asthma Co. for a free trial 
of a remarkable method. No matter where you live or 
whether you have any faith In any remedy under the 
Sun, send for this free trial. If you have suffered for a 
life-time and tried everything you could learn of without 
relief; even if you are utterly discouraged, do not 
abandon hope hut send today for this free trial. Tt will 
cost you nothing. Address 

Front!sr Asthma Co. 729-R Frontier Bldg. 

462 Niagara St., Buffalo 1, N. Y. 


ECZEMA 

Friends, if you suffer with skin diseases try a bottle ot 
New Magic Quick Click. Your money refunded if not 
satisfied. Price $1.00 C.O.B. For Swelling Feet bathe 
them 30 minutes in this preparation twice daily. 
NEW MAGIC QUICK CLICK, 242 W. Washington, Phoenix, Arizona 



GET QUICK RELIEF! 

^ATEX 

ATEX is the effective way to help relieve agonizing 
contagious fungus foot infections! 

SIMPLE to use — no bathing — no smearing! ATEX — 
a safe quick-acting powder — produces desired result* in 
a few days when used according to directions! ATEX 
works while you walk!—Banishes embarrassing foot 
odors too4 Thousands say— “ATEX works like magic." 
Send for full supply of ATEX today, only $1.00 post-paid 
— money back guarantee if not entirely satisfied. 


MEDICO DISTRIBUTORS. Inc., Dept. 363 
31£ W. Randolph St., Chicago 6, Ill. 

I enclose $.„... for.....cans of ATEX 

Name ........ 



7 ? 


I GOD KNOWS! 

Unburden your heart. The answers to 3 
•j» personal problems on receipt of quei- 
| tions and (1.00. 

R. W. RIGHTMIRE 

"Attuned to Cotmic-Consciousness" 
520-A WHITE BLDG., BUFFALO, N. Y. 















Crack Detective Stories 


OINB 



K.a\rt ft-iiM. This massive masculine ring in 
rUK him: 10-kt. SOLID YELLOW GOLD 
has a liberal sized GENUINE 
DIAMOND. A. regular $35.00 value. No doubt 
you’ve often admired expensive jewelry but re¬ 
fused to pay the high prices usually asked. 
Now — if you act quick — you can own this rich 
SOLID GOLD ring with a GENUINE DIAMOND 
at our Special Introductory Price $1Q?5 

of only . ■ * 

LIED* Here ’ 9 a delicately designed, ex- 
rwK nCKi quisitely beautiful ring that will 
attract admiring glances from 
everyone. A regular $25.00 value. This 3- 
DIAMOND chip Dinner Ring of unusual design 
has a settfng of 10-kt. SOLID YELLOW GOLD. 
It looks far more expensive than our $^/[95 

Special Introductory Price of only. 

fill A D A KITES* Both rin *s are GUARAN- 
UJAKANTCC: TEED to be exactly a* 
represented. For your pro- 
tection, we give you a 5-day FREE TRIAL on 
either ring. If you are not thoroughly convinced 
that your ring Is all we claim for it, return for 
refund of purchase price. 

N <J TK: We pay all charges if you remit with 
order. NOTHING MORE TO PAY. (If C.O.D., 
postage and C.O.D. handling charges addition¬ 
al. When ordering, send name, ring size, and 
item wanted. Remember, our money back guar¬ 
antee protects you. 

FIFTH AVENUE JEWEL CO. 

S45 Fifth Ay., Dspt. 104-M. New York 17, N. Y. 
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SONS POEMS 


WANTED 

To Be Set to Mutfe 


H "®'r *01198. Submit one or more of your best 

poems for Immediate consideration. Any Subject. Send poem. 
7* PHONOGRAPH RECORDS MADE FIVE STAR MUSIC 

FIVE STAR MUSIC MASTERS, 660 beacon Bldg"., Boston 8, Mass. 

FAT GIRLS! 


Lose Pounds and Inches This Easy, Safe Way! 

Girls! If you think you can’t reduce without starva¬ 
tion, strenuous exercise, or dangerous drugs, you’ve 
got a delightful surprise coming. For now, thanks to 
the Solene Method, you, too, can lose weight easily, 
safely, comfortably. 

Fat girls everywhere are reporting remarkable results 
in losing pounds and Inches this natural, automatic 
way. G. R. writes: “I’ve lost 12 lbs. and feel so much 
better. I am very much satisfied.” Mrs. A. H. writes: 
‘I have tried your Solene Method and I like It very 
much. I have lost 4 pounds in 15 days.” Mrs. R. L. T. 
writes: “I think your Solene Method is wonderful.” Yes’, 
follow the Solene Method and you. too, can lose weight 
easily. Without strenuous, difficult exercises. Without 
any dangerous pills or drugs. Without sweating or 
massaging. Follow the simple directions and your 
friends will marvel at the vast improvement In your 
figure when ugly fat disappears. 

With each order for the Solene Method, we will send 
you a 30-day supply of Solene Tabs, recommended to 
replace the vitamins and minerals that may he lost 
in restricted or unbalanced diets. They are absolutely 
safe and will help keep you supplied with the required 
vitamins while you are losing those unwanted pounds 
and Inches. 

TRY THE SOLENE METHOD ON OUR 
NO-RISK MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE 

We are so sure that once you try this safe, sensible plan you will 
be overjoyed with the results it can make In your appearance, that 
we make this unconditional no-tisk offer: Send $2.00 today (or order 
C.O.D. plus postage). Try it for 10 days at our riBk. If you are not 
thoroughly satisfied ... if yon don't begin to notice a decided im¬ 
provement in your appearance, in the way you look and feel, return 
it- to us for full refund. We take all the risk. 

Don't delay I Don't suffer the embarrassment of excess weight a day 
longer. Send today , . . now ... for the Solene Method-and begin 
at once to enjoy the popularity and Improved vigor that come from 
normal weight. 

BEAUTY AIDS. Dept. 9-ED 

W FLATBUSH AVI. BROOKLYN 17. N. Y. 
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Pole blinked as a fact clicked in his 
brain. This eliminated the doctor as 
a possible killer of Martha Gellert. 
“Miss Gellert just had a bad heart 
attack.” 

“Why Mary has no heart trouble. 
She—” 

“Just what I wanted to know—so I 
wouldn’t make any mistakes this 
time, doc. . .She’s been shot dead.” 

With the aid of the bannister, 
Mackleberry levere-’ himself to his 
feet. “Could Adam have gone mad?” 
he muttered, swaying. 

CHAPTER VII 

S N A couple of minutes he had 
steadied himself, and the two 
moved back across the lawn to 
the house, letting themselves in at 
the French doors. Everything was as 
Pole had left it. He whispered to 
Mackleberry how D. J. Salvin had 
come soft-footing it in with a knife 
behind the dead girl. Mackleberry 
nodded as he bent for an examination 
of the corpse. And again Simon Pole 
had that vague sensation that some¬ 
thing in the room was amiss. Only it 
was a mere sharply defined feeling 
this time. He sniffed the air laden 
with tobacco smoke; somebody in the 
library had been smoking cigaret aft¬ 
er cigaret for quite a spell. 

Mackleberry leaned against the end 
of the refectory table, twiddling ner¬ 
vously with the ashtray there. There 
was no hint of zaniness about him 
now. Pole told how Salvin, in talking 
to the woman he didn’t seem to know 
was dead, had mentioned being dis¬ 
charged for a shortage in accounts. 

Mackleberry looked puzzled. “N-no. 
Miss G-Gellert couldn’t have fired 
him. No.” 

Simon Pole’s eyes continued to 
rove restlessly. He was unsatisfied 
about something in this room yet he 
couldn’t put the finger on it. The 
ashtray the doctor handled slipped to 
the table top with a loud click. And 
then Pole had it. 

Somebody had been smoking heav¬ 
ily here. Most likely the girl, before 
she had been slain. Yet the ashtray 
on the table directly before her was 
absolutely empty. So was the one 
(Continued On Page 82) 










Do You Want the MAGIC FORMULA for 
Personal POWER? 

Do you want to make Big Money? Do you 
want the love of another ? Do you want to win 
in whatever you do ? Do you want to he 
envied, admired? Thousands of people have 
learned to command this Power. You can do 
so too. I have a sealed book for you. It tells 
you the Secret in plain talk. Don’t envy 
others who enjoy all the good things in life. 

These things can be yours. I personally 
GUARANTEE SATISFACTION, or I will refund your money. 
Send me your name and address today. When the postman brings 
your book of Magic Power, pay only $1 plus postage, or send $1 
now and I'll pay postage. Do it now. Power is waiting to work 
for you. GUIDANCE HOUSE, Dept. PC, Box 201, Times Square 
Station, New York 18, New York. 






GENUINE 


DIAMONDS 

“Perfect Matched Wedding Set” 

These Rings contain Genuine Dia¬ 
monds, mounted in solid 10K yellow 
Gold. We offer a 10-day trial satis¬ 
faction or your Money Back! For a 
limited time only—$5.95 each or the 
‘Bridal Pair” Only $10.95 plus 20% 
tax. Send No Money. When your 
Rings arrive, pay postman. Act Now! 
Genuine Diamonds, solid Gold rings. 
Gift box free. 

VICTORY DIAMOND CO. 

Dept. DA-3, Wheeling, West Va. 


FREE BOOK—On 

Rectal Troubles 


Why Neglect May Lead To 
Associated Ailments 



PROSTATIC SYMPTPMSI 


40-page FRfclfej BOOK—tells facts about Piles, Rectal 
Abscess, Fistula and other rectal and colon disorders; 
also related ailments and latest corrective treatments. 
Thornton & Minor Clinic, Suite C-911, 926 McGee, Kan¬ 
sas Otty, Mo. 


PSORIASIS R,D Y0UR SK,N 

“ 0 f scaly ] es i ong- Let Derm-K 

bring you satisfying relief. Not an ointment. Stainless. Excellent 
for DRY ECZEMA. Rush name and address for Special NO RISK 
OFFER. Send postal today. Carter-Howell Laboratory, 457 Schenec¬ 
tady Ave., Dept. I4A-I, Brooklyn 3, N. Y. 



VHIRED, Inc., P. O. Box 66, Rugby Sta., Brooklyn 3, N. Y. # -*>.4-8 
Kindly send me your Vibred method of reducing which Include* a 
fifteen day supply of Vibred Vitamin Capsule# and Mineral Tablet*. 
O Enclosed find 92.00. Send postpaid. 

O Send C.O.D. I will pay postman 92.00 plus postage. 

If not satisfied, I will return unused portion and my 92.00 will 
be refunded. 


NAME . . yfw mh» « ft t • jrr#Trr» • i ,i « • .. 


CITY. . 


ADDRESS. 


“VIBRED 

RETAIN FULL Vigor and Health While 
the POUNDS of UGLY FAT Disappear !] 

The VIBRED way is a scientifically proved, non-injurious method 
of removing ugly fat without the loss of vitality or health! By 
the VIBRED method you lose weight naturally. You use NO 
harmful drugs. You eat everything you lllce . . . but NOT In fat- 
producing quantities. You SKIP NO MEALS. VIBRED Vitamin 
and Mineral Tablets help you maintain your vigor and vitality 
while reducing. It's as simple as that! 

GUARANTEE 

The VIBRED method get, results quick!,/ 
surely and safely. YOU MUST SEE SLEN. 

DERIZINC, BEAUTIFYING RESULTS 
THE FIRST WEEK or you get YOUR 
MONEY BACK. VIBRED Tablets are .old 
with a Money-Back Guarantee. Get started 
NOW on this easy SAFE plan for reducing. 


MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY! 


VIBRED tablets help to 
maintain your vitality 
by supplementing your 
reducing diet with the 
needed or additional 
vitamins and minerals. 
VIBRED tablets con¬ 
tain: Vitamins A, Bl, 
B2, D and C and tlie 
essential minerals; Iron, 
Calcium, Phosphorus. 
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HYPNOTIZE ANYONE! 

ttsp by 8t«p tbi mrets of hypnotism ore rootled to you »o 
you can hypnotize people easily. Think what this oan moan to 
you! 264 pages of clearly written, praotical instruction. No detail 
overlooked. Start mastering other people right away! Bend for 
“Practical Lessons In Hypnotism” by Or. William Cook. Only $2.00. 
No C.O.D. orders accepted. 

BALL SQUARE CO.. Dept. D 

677 BROADWAY SOMERVILLE 43. MASS. 


CANE SUmiEI 

Club Furniture - Counter 
Gomes - Punchboerda * 

Magic Cards Readers, Read 
the backs • Inks - Daubs • 

Poker Chips • Tops Flats • 

Layouts - Game Buxti 

K. C. CARO CO., 1216 W. Washington Blvd., Chicago 7,111. 





We make every effort to bring! you tho bijf- 
jfest dress bargains in the country. Many 
of these dresses were easily worth up to 
, 010.00 each when new. Assorted color* 

and materials. Send SI.00 doposit with order, 
balance C.O.D. plus postage. State size desired. 
Purchase price refunded if not satisfied. Many 
other clothing bargains for entire family. 
FREE CATALOG. 

HOUSEHOLD MAIL ORDER CO. 

-»68 Sutter Ave., Dept. DH, Brooklyn 12, N. Y. 


HIGH JOHN.DftfYf 
;Ae CO NOUE ROR SKStl 



Considered by Many to be a 

Great Luck Bringer 


High John the Conqueror Root is one 
of the most famous of 10 -called LUCK 
ROOTS. It is believed by many that 
a person carrying a pair of these roots 
will never be without money, and will 
be very LUCKY and SUCCESSFUL. 
Many 9upei8titiougl.v believe that one root acta as a so-oalled POW¬ 
ERFUL LUCK CHARM fur winning games and helps in love affairs, 
the other allegedly drives away evil influences and wards off bad luck. 
While we make no supernatural claims, we guarantee these roots to be 
of the very highest quality. Large size roots, only $1.29 per pair post¬ 
paid, or C.O.D., plus postage. Limited supply. Rush your order nowt 
FREE WITH EVERY PREPAID ORDER. DRESSING OIL 
AND HAND MADE CARRYING CASE 


PROPHET PRODUCTS CO.. Dept. DA-9 
BOX 77, STATION J, NEW YORK 27. N. Y. 



Why Be Skinny? 

when you, too, may 

GAIN WEIGHT 

and perhaps have those full 
glamorous curves men admire 


Are you thin, gawky, underweight duo to poor ap¬ 
petite or lack of sufficient vitamins? Don’t be! Let 
added weight help to round out your curves as Na¬ 
ture Intended them to be. Men admire well devel¬ 
oped, beautifully moulded women. Poor appetite and 
lack of necessary vitamins probably cause many un¬ 
derweight conditions. You may eat three meals a 
day yet be vitamin and mineral starved. BEAUTY 
FORM-TABS contain vitamins A, Bl, C, D and G 
<B2> plus calcium nantothenate, phosphorous and 
iron—which may be the vitamin and mineral sup¬ 
plement you need for that improved appetite and 
added weight that often means added curves on 
your figure. 

A well developed, shapely, normal figure attracts, 
Inspires and often leads to Idve and romance. Use 
the BEAUTY FORM-METHOD to help you gain nor¬ 
mal weight, thereby often transforming your figure 
into adorable rounded curves. 

CD EC with every order: Special Brochure on 
HOW TO IMPROVE the appearance of 
your CHEST and FIGURE. 

Order the Beauty Form-Method today. Only $2.00 
postpaid if remittance accompanies order, or C.O.D. 
plus postage. Try It for 10 days at our risk. You 
must be satisfied or we guarantee to refund your 
noney. 

BEAUTY AIDS 

SB Flktbuih Av»., Dept. 0-UM, Brooklyn 17, N. Y. 


(Continued From Page 80) 
atop the radio, and also the ham¬ 
mered copper one at the end table be¬ 
side the chair against the bookcase. 
Yet when he had left the room to re¬ 
tire, the table tray had been well 
filled with butts. In his mind’s eye, 
Simon Pole could still see Martha 
stubbing out the cork tipped one just 
after she had come through the tun¬ 
nel from the greenhouse. 

Whoever had come in here and 
slain the girl had emptied the tray 
because some evidence in it might 
place him on the scene of the crime! 

T HEN the obvious thing popped 
into his mind. Martha Gellert 
was an incredibly rich girl. Rich peo¬ 
ple were often killed when certain 
parties stood to profit by their 
demise. ‘Would Salvin get anything 
in Martha’s will?” he asked the doc¬ 
tor sharply. 

Mackleberry’s face jerked almost 
as if he would laugh. Then he shook 
his head. “Hardly. You have no idea 
how impossible that would be and—” 
He straightened, jaw hanging slack. 
“D. J. could profit by the death; ac¬ 
cording to Old Man Gellert’s will, if 
Salvin stood by faithfully until the 
girl was twenty five and able to take 
care of her own affairs, Salvin would 
get a cool hundred thousand Gellert 
had left in trust for him. He—” 

But Simon Pole was already scoot¬ 
ing across the room and into the hall. 
He had the murderer tagged now. 
“It’s Salvin—despite that act— I 
know," he whispered as the long-leg¬ 
ged doctor overtook him on the 
stairs. 

Mackleberry located a switch in 
the upstairs hall and the small 
creamy bulbs of the wall brackets 
strung along it flashed on. The doc¬ 
tor pointed out Salvin’s room near 
the end by the closed off north wing. 

“We may have to break in. He al¬ 
ways keeps his door locked. He—” 
Then he pointed to the key protrud¬ 
ing from the lock as they bore down 
on it. But it wasn’t the key made for 
the door. It was a new gleaming skel¬ 
eton key contrived to open any door. 

The lithe Pole slid ahead of the 
medical man and turned the knob 
cautiously. The door gave. He opened 
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it on the black rectangle of the room 
and stepped in with the .32 nosing 
before him. A gash of muzzle flame 
lanced the blackness from across the 
room. Pole felt the ugly breeze of 
the bullet fan his cheek and plunged 
for the floor with a yelp. Even as he 
hit he saw the man with the gun out¬ 
lined as he moved across in front of 
the window. But it was not the slight 
D. J. Salvin, it was raw-boned Cul- 
bone. 

And then the prone Pole saw the 
chair, heaved by the doctor, fly 
through the air. Its spinning legs 
seemed to enmesh big Culbone. He 
went down. Swearing softly, Mackle- 
berry turned on a lamp. Adam Cul¬ 
bone lay sprawled beneath the chair 
which now had one of its legs brok¬ 
en. Blood spurted slowly from a gash 
in his scalp. He was out as cold as the 
proverbial mackerel. 

“Now, we’re even, Adam,” Mackle- 
berry said. He went over and plucked 
the other’s loose gun from the floor 
and calmly tossed it through the win¬ 
dow pane onto the front drive as Si¬ 
mon Pole clambered to his feet. “It 
looks like Culbone was the—” 

B UT Pole had the pattern now. 

If Salvin wasn’t here, there was 
but one other place he could be—to 
commit another murder. He was out 
and running back down the hall. 
“Culbone’s cottage! Salvin will be up 
there—waiting,” he panted to the 
doctor over his shoulder. “If he 
hasn’t lit out yet, that is. . .” 

The wind was whistling hoydenish- 
ly across the moonlit grass as they 
went up the slope. Taking the hurry¬ 
ing Pole’s arm, Mackleberry steered 
a route out around the other side of 
the greenhouse and up beside a line 
of shrubbery toward the superintend¬ 
ent’s cottage. It was to keep them out 
of the moonglow, to save them from 
becoming targets. They reached a 
clump of lilacs off from th<; rear cor¬ 
ner of the neat white one-story place. 
Waited and watched it for some min¬ 
utes. There was no sign of life about 
it. 

Mackleberry swallowed audibly. 
“You’ve miscued someplace, Pole. . . 
After all, how could he get up here 
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in the moonlight with you headed up 
to the guest house right after he left 
the room? I’m going—” And before 
Pole could halt him, he moved from 
cover and marched toward the front 
door. 

It was a whisker short of murder 
again. The crackling of the wind- 
tortured branches of a huge apple 
tree overhead almost obliterated 
sound of gunshot. Careening back¬ 
ward off the low steps of the cottage, 
the doctor plunged stiffly into some 
hollyhocks nearby to lie motionless. 

“So, I got you at last, Adam,” 
gloated Salvin as he opened the front 
door wider and stepped out. “You 
kept me waiting but—” 

Closing in from the lilac bush, Pole 
extended his arm and squeezed the 
trigger of the pistol with the steady 
pressure of a well-trained marksman. 
There was the flat spat of it. Salvin 
was knocked sideward across the 
steps, clapping a hand to his head as 
he went. Then he doubled over to 
plunge into the grass. 

“Very efficient piece of work, 
Pole,” said Hugo Mackleberry as he 
rose unharmed from the hollyhocks. 
He moved over to the fallen business 
manager and inspected him. “Very 
nice. He is merely knocked out, not 
seriously wounded. A scalp gash. I’ve 
made patients look worse in my 
time. . .” 

I N THE library, Simon Pole 
couldn’t throw off the feeling 
they were a motley pack of mourners 
for a wake. The body still seated in 
the chair was under a shroud, a table¬ 
cloth from the dining room that the 
doctor had put over the girl. Culbone, 
scowling but looking slightly ridicu¬ 
lous with that lump like a little horn 
rising from a corner of his forehead, 
sat stiffly in a small wooden chair. 
Over beside the large console radio 
was D. J. Salvin, his face a blanched 
poker mask beneath the bandage 
ringing his head. He had refused to 
speak a word since they’d brought 
him in. 

Lights glowed throughout the 
house, and out in the front drive, two 
of the private coppers stood on 
guard. Mackleberry had summoned 
(Continued On Page 86) 
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(Continued From Page 84) 
them from the woods some minutes 
before with his powerful voice. Dark 
clothes earth-stained, wiry mass of 
hair more mussed than usual, the doc¬ 
tor drew slowly on a cigaret as they 
awaited the arrival of the local police 
authorities. 

This was murder, and with a cap¬ 
ital “M.” And nobody was trying to 
evade the fact now, Pole thought 
gratefully. The corpse wasn’t going 
to be taken for any little ride, Mac- 
kleberry spoke to him. 

“Pole, you say it was D. J.—both 
times. And the gun our dear Mr. Cul- 
bone carried was a .45, too big a cal¬ 
ibre for the wound in—in the girl’s 
body, I’ll swear before any court. 
But how do you add it?” He had a 
water tumbler of brandy. But he had 
only taken a few sips. And without 
benefit of that gargling sound like 
rainwater being sucked down a cor¬ 
roded drainpipe. 

“Cigarets,” Pole said succinctly. 
“When we came back here—when I 
brought you back—the room was 
thick with tobacco smoke. Yet the 
ashtray before Miss Gellert was bare 
—empty. Which meant the killer 
must have emptied it—because it con¬ 
tained some evidence against him.” 

“You mean he snuffed out a cigaret 
in it before he—” 

“No. But one of his cork tipped 
cigarets had been snuffed out in it.” 
Pale himself, Simon Pole spoke 
quickly but evenly, without emotion. 
“You see—well, right after the first 
murder, and I mean murder —I came 
in here and talked with Martha. 
W'hen she stubbed out her smoke, I 
noticed it was a cork tipped one. And 
she disliked them.” 

Mackleberry nodded. 
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ffWTHEN I mentioned it, she 
*V said it was one she had 
picked up in the tunnel returning 
from the greenhouse. Now, we know 
there is one person who smokes cork 
tipped cigarets.” Pole nodded to¬ 
ward the silent Salvin. “Him. . .She 
found it in the tunnel. Which estab¬ 
lishes Salvin’s presence in the tunnel. 
Hv made a rendezvous with Bette 
Seemone, went through the tunnel to 
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keep it and slay her—and returned 
the same way, unseen. . 

“An ambulance chasing shyster 
could bust that wide open!” It was 
the first thing Salvin had said. “Get 
me another brandy!” He’d had one to 
revive him. 

“When he killed Miss Gellert,” 
Pole continued, ignoring him, “he 
saw one of his cigarets—the one she 
had put out earlier—in the ashtray. 
So he emptied the whole thing. . . 
That’s the total, doctor.” 

Salvin made a spitting sound. “A 
twenty-five buck per week, corre¬ 
spondence-school law clerk uould 
tear that one apart.” 

But Mackleberry shook his head 
and applied the clincher. “Ungh— 
ungh, D. J. . .Not when they per¬ 
form an autopsy and extract the bul¬ 
let from her body. It’ll prove up to 
have been fired from the gun we took 
from you!” 

“Sure. . .and Salvin,” the nimble- 
witted Pole finished up, “meant to 
hang it on Culbone, I think. He 
wou’d have killed him, then made it 
look like suicide with the same weap¬ 
on that killed Miss Gellert. Culbone, 
suspecting it was Salvin who had 
slain Miss Seemone, meant to get Sal¬ 
vin. He—” 

“He didn’t have to half batter in 
my skull though.” 

“Yes, he did. That would be his al¬ 
ibi when they found Salvin dead. 
Culbone intended to admit—as I 
guess it out—that he had attacked 
you and left you for dead because he 
believed you had killed Bette See¬ 
mone. That would make it appear as 
if he had no motive for killing Sal¬ 
vin. Though why he had to avenge 
Miss Seemone, I don’t see. Nor why 
he meant to kill her in the first place, 
either.” 

“Because she’d fallen for Salvin,” 
the doctor said. 

“Oh-h. . .And when Salvin saw 
how the fact that Culbone had been 
seen creeping up with murderous in¬ 
tent on a dead woman eliminated him 
as a suspect—yeah, sure. Salvin killed 
Martha, then waited in the card room 
after ringing my buzzer. When I 
came down he moved in and staged 
an act like Culbone’s in the green- 
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house. Ye gods! Talk about cold¬ 
blooded stuff. . .” 

“And Culbone,” Mackleberry said 
slowly, “wanted to avenge Bette See- 
mone because she was his wife.” 

“She was—what the—say that again 
in first speed, Doc.” 

Mackleberry lowered his body 
against the end of the refectory ta¬ 
ble. “Bette Seemone was Mrs Cul¬ 
bone. . .And Martha Gellert isn’t 
dead.” 

“Get me a brandy,” snapped Sal- 
vin. 

A GAIN Pole ignored him as he 
screwed his eyes around to the 
cloth covered chair where the body 
lay. Mackleberry shook his head. 

“That isn’t Martha Gellert. Her 
name is Mary Norris. Martha Gellert 
is the patient up in the guest cottage. 

Simon Pole made a funny twisted 
face like a man about to sneeze after 
taking snuff. He motioned vaguely. 
“Now, look here. I-—” 

“Listen, please,” said the doctor 
His eyes stared at the design of the 
rug at his feet. There was a sad, tired 
look on his face and it gleamed with 
sweat film. “Listen. . .A terrific 
hoax has been perpetrated here. Per¬ 
haps you recall when Miss Gellert 
withdrew so abruptly from society 
down in Florida. Yes? Good. That 
was when we moved in on her. Sal- 
vin there is the only one of us who is 
genuine, and it was his scheme. He 
wanted to get his fingers on some of 
the Gellert money—plenty of it— 
without committing a crime. 

“Listen, please, Mackleberry re¬ 
peated. “It was a terrible thing, Pole. 
Terrible. . .Through Culbone, they 
got in touch with me, a disbarred 
doctor down at the heel. I was intro¬ 
duced to Miss Gellert—then became 
her physician when I diagnosed the 
shyness resulting from her cloistered 
life as a child—diagnosed it as a psy¬ 
chiatric fixation. Then we began to 
create—yes, create hallucinations for 
Miss Gellert.” 

He straightened to walk in a tight 
circle, then returned to rest against 
the table again. “I have an excuse for 
what I did—but a poor one. Martha 
Gellert’s father had ruined my father 
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in business so that he had died a 
broken, bankrupt man.” His voice was 
lower as he went on to describe the 
procedure. 

By the administration of certain 
opiates in Miss Gellert’s food, they 
kept her in somnambulistic states for 
days at a time. The next step was to 
move her to a new etting—from a 
hotel to her yacht or from the yacht 
to the Palm Beach villa—while she 
was in that condition. Then they 
would permit her to regain her full 
sensibilities. And when she wondered 
how she had gotten at that new place, 
they would assure her that she had 
always been there, that she had not 
been aboard the boat or wherever 
their last spot had been. 

“She became convinced her reason 
was tottering, naturally,” Mackle- 
berry said as he bared his teeth in a 
grimace of self disgust. “It was bru¬ 
tal. I recommended complete with¬ 
drawal from the world and a pro¬ 
longed rest to restore her. We came 
here. But we moved in a day before 
any help was brought in.” 

P OLE nodded as he began to get 
the over-all picture. Now he un¬ 
derstood why the place was run by 
the one aged servant. The fewer they 
had inside the house, the simpler it 
was. 

“That night, Martha Gellert com¬ 
mitted a murder. At least, we con¬ 
vinced her she had.” He related how 
he had dosed her with a particularly 
heavy potion of drugs. In the morn¬ 
ing, she awoke to find blood stains on 
her nightgown and a revolver on the 
table beside her bed. “And—and we 
told her a young gardener had been 
found shot to death out on the 
grounds. None had, of course.” 

That had been the clincher. Nerv¬ 
ous system wrecked by the constant 
drugging, the girl had been a pitiful 
piece of putty in their hands. Posing 
as her friend, Mackleberry had 
moved her to the guest house and or¬ 
dered to say she was Mary, a cousin 
of Martha Gellert’s. They told her 
they would cover up the crime. 

“That was the reason for the grave 
out there by the guest house,” Mac¬ 
kleberry said huskily. It was a false 
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90 


Crack Detective Stories 


grave, holding nobody. But the sight 
of it was intended to keep the heiress 
aware of what she had supposedly 
done. “Earlier tonight, I told her the 
truth about the grave,” he added. 

“The rest was easy. Mary Norris 
was brought in to impersonate Mar¬ 
tha. Remember, nobody here had seen 
the real Martha Gellert. All the help 
on the place was newly hired. Mary 
seldom went out; and whenever we 
wanted a check signed, I adminis¬ 
tered opiates to get Martha in a 
dreamlike state—to put it simply— 
and she signed. Then. . .’’He broke 
off as moment, fighting some emotion. 

“Give me a brandy!” snapped Sal- 
vin. Sullen Adam Culbone sat with¬ 
out a word. 

“Then—I guess I started the chain 
of murders, Pole.” 

“Now, wait. Doc. You—” 

“They were milking Martha pretty 
heavily. . .But a month ago, she 
questioned a check of a large denom¬ 
ination. . .Ten days ago, she refused 
to sign a blank one. . .That was be¬ 
cause I was tapering off on the ad¬ 
ministration of the drugs—secretly, 
of course. The rest of them got wor¬ 
ried; they weren c cashing in fast 
enough. Then Salvin must have 
smelled danger, and he recalled, ap¬ 
parently, the clause in old Gellert’s 
will about him. He saw how he could 
get the hundred thousand—by elim¬ 
inating the girl known as Martha— 
namely, Mary Norris.” 

Pole frowned as he tried to under¬ 
stand. “But Miss Seemone, she—” 

M ACKLEBERRY nodded. “That 
shooting a couple of nights 
ago—it wasn’t at Culbone, as we de¬ 
liberately started the rumor. It was 
at Mary, the bogus Martha Gellert. 
That started the trouble. Bette See¬ 
mone, Adam’s wife, she raised holy 
hell. She wasn’t going to be wrapped 
up in any murder. She was threaten¬ 
ing all kinds of things. So-so Salvin 
saw he would have to eliminate her 
first—which he did, as we now know. 
And he could sell even Adam himself 
on the necessity of removing the 
body from the scene and making it 
appear like a heart attack while driv¬ 
ing—because we couldn’t afford to 
(Continued On Page 92) 
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(Continued From Page 90) 
have the police snooping around.” He 
exhaled in a heavy sigh of relief, add¬ 
ing: “I staged the zany, intoxicated 
act to avert any suspicion toward me 
on their part. They thought I was 
too much of an alcoholic fool to dare 
do what I was doing.” 

There was a cold chuckle from Sal- 
vin. Pole spoke. 

“You—you started to take her off 
the drugs, Doc. And to set her 
straight. You were bringing her back. 
Why?” 

Salvin chuckled again before the 
bowed-headed doctor answered. “All 
right. You’ve got me. But I’m going 
to involve all of a you in it. I’ll turn 
State’s evidence. I’ll swear you were 
all accessories to the murders. Even 
you, Pole. I see a way to do it.” 

The doctor looked up, apparently 
not having heard Salvin. “I did it, 
Pole—it sounds crazy—but I did it 
because—” 

“He fell in love with me!” The 
voice came from down by the French 
windows. Down there, wrapped in a 
lemon-hued polo coat, stood the wan 
faced but steady-eyed real Martha 
Gellert, the girl from the guest 
house. 

Mackleberry jumped erect, then 
slumped. He nodded sadly. “Y-yes. I 
did. I—” 

It was Pole who saw, from the tail 
of his eye, the little small calibre au¬ 
tomatic Adam Culbone, coming out 
of his comatose state suddenly, 
jerked from inside his coat. It was 
Pole who sent the empty ashtray 
sailing half across the room. It 
caught Culbone over an eyebrow just 
as he triggered at Dr Hugo Mackle¬ 
berry. The bullet went wild. Then 
Pole, leaping in behind his missile, 
was slugging the superintendent into 
submission as he wrenched the smok¬ 
ing weapon from him. 

There was a chopped-off groan. 
Pole stepped back from the limp Cul¬ 
bone. Over on the divan beside the 
radio, D. J. Salvin had flopped over 
on his side. There was an ugly hole, 
welling fresh blood, in the bandage 
about his head. He would never turn 
any State’s evidence this side of Hell. 

Mackleberry stared at him for a 
long second. Then he waved to Pole. 

(Continued On Page 94) 
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(Continued From Page 92) 

“You got yourself some story, feature 
writer.” With the bounding stride, he 
whipped by the girl and out the door 
of the French window. “Martha, I’m 
going to borrow a car. Give me a lit¬ 
tle head start, will you?” Then he 
was gone. 

A couple of minutes later, the siren 
of the Dalyville police car whined up 
the drive. Martha Gellert nodded to 
Pole. “A head start, yes.” And he 
nodded back. 

That was why they feigned ignor¬ 
ance of Dr Mackleberry’s where¬ 
abouts at the end of the police ques¬ 
tioning more than an hour later. . . 

T HE new day was a jaundiced- 
robed visitor silently leering 
through the windows with eyeless 
face when the announcement came 
the phone lines had been repaired. 
“Pardon me,” Pole said as he rose op¬ 
posite the real Martha Gellert in the 
card room and put down his coffee 
cup. 

He went into the hall and down to 
the late D. J. Salvin’s office. He got 
long distance and gave the home 
number of Marion Lake in the city. 
When her sleepy voice came through, 
he began to bark. 

“Listen, wench. Tell that fancy- 
pants boy friend of yours—I mean 
the office passion flower—that I’ll be 
in in a few hours with the biggest 
story he ever dreamed of. Tell Pit¬ 
man I’ve got the inside on the private 
life of Martha Gellert. And what a 
private life that gal has had. And tell 
your boy friend I expect a bonus 
check of five hundred smackers 
and—” 

Marion cut short a yawn. “Listen, 
Simon. What’s all this about Pit¬ 
man being my boy friend? I’ll pick 
my own and—” 

“You can fool me, Puss! I could 
hear the music and the popping 
champagne corks when I called you 
last night. My call was shifted to one 
of Pitman’s favorite giggle-water 
dens and—” 

“Shut up! That was the office. Of 
course you heard music and cham¬ 
pagne corks. Remember that special 
color-photo feature on South Amer¬ 
ica we’ve got for the next issue? 
Well, to get some publicity on it, we 
(Continued On Page 96) 













THE „ 
6-STRING 

MURDERS' 


GYPSY ROSE LEE 

(The most famous "Strip Tease" 
Artist on the stage todayl) 

takes you behlnd-the-seenes of Burlesque in 
telling the gaudy, gruesome, gals-and-gags. 
mystery story of “THE G STRING MURDERS.’* 
A thrill-parked hilarious, peeping picture of 
Burlesque — its High Stepping Girls and its 
rowdy Laffs — its four-a-day, gazeeka boxes, 
chorus girl sirens, pickle per¬ 
suaders, night life and hot 
spots, wolves and dolls, cash- 
register hearts — PLUS a fast- 
moving, blood-curdling, spine- 
chilling, three-corpse mystery! 

300 Pages, with illustra¬ 
tions. of the raciest, rowdiest, 
most lurid and highly compe¬ 
tent detective story- 
right out of Burlesque 
Block. 42nd St., New 
York. (Regular origi¬ 
nal price $2.00) 



Practical Lessons In 

HYPNOTISM 

by Dr. Wm. Wesley Cook 

Teaches you the best method of hypnotic practice. It 
in plain language, and all Its statements are 
absolute facts and its illustrations are actual occurrences. 
Tms is a big 264 page book, complete and encyclopedic 
in its contents, which include the following chapters: 
History of Hypnotism—Qualifications of a Hypnotist—What 
Kina of a Subject—Favorable and Unfavorable Influences 
—Precautions to he Observed—How to Hypnotize—Degrees 
or Hypnosis — Clairvoyance — Self-Hypnotism and Auto- 
Suggestion—The Hypnotist’s Secret—Hypnotism and Dls- 
ease—Hypnotism in Business and Society—Hypnotism In 
the Professions—Post Hypnotism—Awakening a Subject— 
Mind-Reading, Telepathy—Miscellany, etc. 

Hypnotism is today acknowledged to be an 
exact science. There is no restriction upon 
the acquisition of this knowledge. Its bless¬ 
ings and powers belong to all who desire 
and are willing to secure them. 


SPECIAL 

$ 2 °° 


. . If It weren’t for the married men, we 
couldn’t have carried on at all and if it weren't 
for the cheating married women, we would have 
made another million dollars.” . . . Said one 
of the Everleigh Sisters. 

COME INTO MY PARLOR 

by Charles Washburn 

This Is an authentic and Intimate account of 
Chicago’s notorious Everleigh Club conducted 
early in the century when a whole section of 
the city was ‘‘wide open.” Manv famous and 
wealthy men patronized this ••gilded palace.” 
The author formerly a Chicago newspaper man. 
in this Biography of the Aristocratic Everleigh 
Sisters, tells the inside story—describes “par¬ 
ties,” names and gives colorful details of the 
aristocratic sisters and how they changed the 
‘‘joy of life” into a pot of ^ __ 

gold. It is swell reading from 
front door to back, with good Cnarinl M 
stop-overs in between.—N. Y. 

Morning Telegraph. Only 


POKER 

By Oswald Jacoby 
"How To Play A Winning Game" 

Here for the first time is n complete instructive and 
entertaining book on America's own card game, in ad¬ 
dition to specific advice on the strateg-v of play (in¬ 
cluding psychology, percentages, rules 'of the game, 
etc,) the book is enlivened bv scores of poker anec* 
ilotes and amusing personal experiences. 

Some of the Chapter Headings:—How to Play Poker 
—The Game’s General Principles — Draw Poker—.-stud 
. • - . PRICE 

$150 


Poker — Five-Card stud — Seven-Card Stud 
—Five-Card Stud High-I,ow — Seven-Card 
Stud High-Low—Various Other Games — 
Poker Probabilities and Mathematics — 
Glossary and Rules. 


CO 


m 



HOW TO ORDER: Fill out coupon and mail todav. All bonks guaranteed 
satisfactory, or money back at once. All books full size, beautifully 
printed, durably bound. If remittance enclosed, we pay postage. If C-O.D.'. 
sent plus postage. MONEY back GUARANTEE: if not completely sat¬ 
isfied for any reason, return books and get money back at once. 


KNICKERBOCKER PUBLISHING CO.. Dept AOS 
120 Greenwich St., New York 4, N. Y. 


FOR MEN ONLY 

A Selected Group of Short Story 
Masterpieces for Men 

In this 352 page hook — James M. Cain, outstanding 
member of the “hardboiled school” of fiction, offers 
for the delight of his male contemporaries what he 
believes to bo among the BEST OF THIS TYPF. OF 
STORY. A feast for men who like their stories 
“straight.” PARTIAL CONTENTS:— Big Blonde — Dor¬ 
othy Parker; The Undefeated — Ernest Hemingway; 
Snake Doctor — Irvin S. Cobb; Alibi Ike — Ring 
Lardner; Boston Blackie’s Mary — Jack Boyle; Twenty- 
Five Bucks — James T. Farrell; A Scandal PRICE 
in Bohemia — A. Conan Doyle; The Pur- 
loined Letter — Edgar Allan Poe: Romance 
Lingers —John Collier, etc., etc. A BRAND 
NEW BOOK with 1 0 THRILLING STORIES. 


“if i 

*1 


50 


You, Too, Can Have a Baby 

by Abner I. Welsman 

Only' those who actually suffer from a barren 
marriage, can really understand the frustration 
and heartaches. In certain extreme cases, the 
marriage itself may be wrecked by this cause. 
Dr. Abner I. Wcisman has written this book— 
YOU, TOO. CAN HAVE A I1ABY—which gives a 
detailed explanation of the many factors, great 
and small that may prevent normal functioning 
of the reproductive machinery. And offers the 
simple and sound advice which often-times is 
all that is needed—or the means and methods 
which medical science uses today to remove 
many of the obstacles to successful conception 
and childbirth. Other than in cases of actual 
physical Incapability, the information given in 
this hook should prove helpful. The book is 
very complete—it also explains the anatomy 
and physiology of reproduction, how to test 
pregnancy, what constitutes sterility, how to 
test sterility of male and female, plan for 
parenthood, etc. In very many cases, barrenness 
may be due to some minor condition 
which can easily lie cleared away. Cl OR 
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IT’S F m TO DRAW 

A complete Self-Instruction Course In 9 
Divisions of Art! 

Anyone who has learned to write can learn 
to drawl This helpful book removes the 
mvsticism that has surrounded art. By re¬ 
ducing the elements of drawing to its sim¬ 
ple steps, it teaches THE BEGINNER to 
draw, and then to advance, into more difti- 
eult subjects. For the practiced artist, it is 
a source nook and veritable mine of infor¬ 
mation. This nook guides you from the first 
stroke on paper to selling the finished art 
work. Includes specific instruction, advice, 
tricks, on—still Life, Animals, Hainan Fig¬ 
ure, Art Anatom' . Faces and Portraits, Let¬ 
tering, Layouts, Cartooning, Advertisitv 
and Commercial An. Illustrations, Color in 
Ait, etc., etc. Includes glossary SPECIAL 
of Art Terms, Supplies, Types of 
Work. Profusely illustrated with 
over 1OO0 SKETCHES ar.u 
DRAWINGS. The price is only— 
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MAGIC By Barrows Mussey 

Here is a practical and fascinating hook which 

shows you how to master simple ami complex 

conjuring tricks for your own pleasure and the 

entertainment of your friends. In the majority 

of the tricks described, little or no equipment 

ts necessary for their successful presentation. 

Everyone, young or old, loves to watch white 

magic. And it is a rare person 

who has never wished he PRICE 

could amaze and amuse his ^ 

friends with hocus-pocus. And 

this entertaining book tells 

you how! . ■ 


2500 JOKES For All Occasions 

The best laughs from all over the world—collected in 
a single entertaining and useful volume. Tell these Jokes 
•at parties, entertainments. In after-dinner speeches— 
read them in your spare moments of relaxation, or 
chuckle over them with a friend. Grouped ami indexed 
under 21 separate classifications, such as about lawyers, 
doctors—business or college jokes—stories about Holly¬ 
wood and starts—Jewish. Negro, English. Scottish, e'c. 
—even a spectal section of limericks and another of comic 
verse. The belly laugh, the sly retort, (he broad satire, 
the infinitely varied humor of the American C — an 
people—all are here in Ibis one volume. 480 TL WW 

pages—hard eo\er. cloth bound— 81.4 x f> 1 j B 

inches big—a real big book. A FIND AT ® 


Knickerbocker Pub. Co., Bept. A-3S 
120 Greenwich St.. New York ft. N. Y. 


Send mp the hooks I have checked below:— 

> G-String Murders . 

* Practical Lessons in Hypnotism 

> Come Into My Parlor . 

1 Poker .. 

> For Men Only . 

» ) ou, Too, Can Have a Baby . 

) It's Fun To Draw . 

) Ma; ' 


) 2500 Jokes for all Occasions . . 
I enclose Hi... . In full payment. 
Send C.O.D $. . . . plus postage. 


. 91.00 

. 2.00 
. 2.00 
. l.SO 
. 1.50 
1.98 
. 1.00 
. l.SO 
. 1.00 


Name .. 

Address .... 

City & Zone .State . 
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Kill-Kill-Killed! 


SKINNY WOMEN! 

Men Adore a Full 
Shapely Figure! 

GAIN WEIGHT! 

AmaxJnq 'Glamor-Figur* Formula Helps 
Yoa Gain Safelyl Easily! More Quickly! 

Men are hlways attracted by a glamorous 
figure with appealing curves . . . and not by 
a skinny, drab, lifeless looking woman. Now 
at last you, too. oan try to help yourself put on enough weight 
for a shapely figure as thousands of women have by using this 
AMAZING SPECIAL FORMULA. Poor appetite and lack of 
necessary vitamins probably cause most cases of underweight. 
Tills “GLAMOR-FIGUR - ' FORMULA helps stimulate your ap¬ 
petite to eat the proper amount of food with enjoyment . . . and 
gives you additional vitamins to help you get the required dally 
adult amount which contributes to your gaining the normal 
weight. Remember a shapoly full figure helps give you a more 
BEAUTIFUL BUSTLINE. HELPS YOU LOOK AND FEEL 
BETTER, fills out sunken cheeks, gives you more poise I 

FREE 10-DAY TRIAL 



SEND NO MONEY' Uon't send a cent. Try this Spe- 
aBr,w n y mvnci. clai “Glamor-Figa**’ Formula at 
our expense for 10 daya and then see if he will notice and ad¬ 
mire your new more shapely figure. Also FREE PERSONAL DI¬ 
RECTIONS. Plua FREE DOCTOR WEIGHT GAINING PLAN to be 
used with “Glamor-Figur” Formula if you order NOW! Just de¬ 
posit with postman on delivery 98c plue postage, or serid only 
#1 and we pay postage. 2 for *1.09. MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 
If not completely satisfied. Delay Is lost romancer WRITE N0W1 
GUARANTEE SALES, 20 Veser St.. Dept. C-2709, N. Y. C. 7. 


Glamour” 



Men love a woman’s long wavy, beautiful hair — 
cue of woman’tfSecrots In winning love. Now you, 
too. can use this NEW AMAZING “HAIR-GLAM- 
OUir TREATMENT. Its SECRET FORMULA 
helps retard dry. brittle hair from breaking, off. 

Therofore this formula may help HAIR GROW 
LONGER if other hair, scalp conditions are normal. 

And if you like HAIR WAVY, beautiful and soft, 
try this new treatment I 

READ WHAT A FEW SATISFIED USERS SAY: 

"... It Is good. My hair really looks bette* and 
has more life than before . . .“—Mrs. M. L. S., 

Williamsport. Pa. "... I can’t thank you enough. 

It did my hair so much good. . —Mias R. M., 

Carlsbad. New Mexico. ”... It really worked 
wonders for me. . .”—R. C., New York, N. Y. 

FREE 10 DAY TRIAL ! SEND NO MONEY! 

Try this “HAIROLAMOUR’’ TREATMENT at our 
expense for 10 days and see If he will notice and 
thrill to your new hair glamour. Also FREE PERSONAL DIREC¬ 
TIONS. Just deposit on delivery 98c plus postage, or send only $1 
and we pay postage, 2 treatments for $1.89. MONEY BACK GUAR¬ 
ANTEE if not satisfied. Every day you delay — romance passes 
you by! WRITE NOW1 

taj£S "HOW TO SET YOUR HAIR IN 

rnEC LATEST STYLES BY YOURSELF" 

This new hair Improvement guide is y<wrs free WITH ORDER of 
“Hair Glamour” Treatment. Contains many latest hair styles—some 
used by movie stars. Each style has simple atep hy step Illustrations 
instructing you how to set your own hair beautifully, quickly and 
professional like! Hair styles that help you appear glamorous, so- 

R histioated, casual, demure, etc. Remember, LONGER, SOFTER HAIR 
i easier to manage when setting vftur hair. Limited copies. ORDER 

N GIUARANTEE SALES. 20 Vesey St., Dent. H-2709. N. Y. C. 7. 


mmm 

CHARM PERFUME 

Bewitch, allure and captivate with this rare, 
stimulating fragrance. Just one drop of this secret 
aroma will endure for hours and will add a more 
thrilling. Irresistible charm to you I ALSO FREE 
PERSONAL DIRECTIONS tell you HOW to use If you want to 
win love, SEND NO MONEY 1 Full size bottle sent in plain wrapper. 
Pay postman on delivery 98c plus postage, or send only $1.00 and we 
pay postage. One bottle FREE if 2 ordered. Money Beck Guarantee. 
VELMO CO., to Vesey St., Dept. P-t700, N. Y. 0. Y. 
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(Continued From Page 94) 
gave a party—at the office— for the 
staffs of several of the consulates of 
South American countries. Natch, 
Hap had to bring in a samba band 
and provide some liquid cheer. And 
now, drip, as for pie-eyed monkeys 
who wake me before dawn to. . .” 

His ear was numb when he finally 
hung up. He sighed. It could be, of 
course, that office party. Then again 
—He would never know. . . 

(THE END) 


Slayer’s Keepers 

(Continued From Page 23) 
Failing to shoot him last night, Hos¬ 
kins had made up one of the secret 
bombs and blown up his place. 

“Get going, Mike,” the girl said 
again. “I hold the aces now.” 

Like somebody else moving in a 
dream he found himself stumbling 
past her, then tearing through the 
front door and down the drive. The 
shock to his brain was so severe he 
still couldn’t quite comprehend what 
had been done to him yet. He got 
into the sedan and slammed it out 
onto the road, driving wildly. 

When he came to the State high¬ 
way, he swung southward toward the 
city. From behind came the shriek 
of the siren of a police car as it 
headed for Hoskins’ place. Marta 
hadn’t given him the promised head¬ 
start. But he had to make it to the 
city and get out home to establish his 
alibi as planned and— 

Then he realized. He couldn’t go 
home because he was supposed to be 
dead. There would be no way of ex¬ 
plaining, especially with his own car 
still in the garage, how he didn’t hap¬ 
pen to be at home. Mike Cheek 
didn’t exist any more. He was 
trapped in the role of “Old Mainz,” 
the murderer of Lambert Hoskins. 
. . .The murderer he had dressed him¬ 
self up to be! 

He had to keep running, and he 
knew there was no escape; he would 
be caught eventually. . . . 


(THE END) 
















